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The days of amateur film and video 'zines - those photocopied, cheaply produced 
personal shout-outs to the movie world of horror, sex, exploitation and whatever else 
someone with an opinion wanted to put in print - are long gone, killed off not by apathy 
but the power bestowed on people by the Internet to write and post whatever they want 
and have it instantly served up to a waiting readership. Glass screens replaced paper as 
the print medium of choice and today if you have something you want to share there's 
really no alternative, online beckons. But what if you miss those barely readable old 
publications and what if you want to share your thoughts about some good and not so 
good films and what if you feel that the telling of a story is more important than who 
hears it? Welcome to Dead Lights. 

The aim of Dead Lights was simple; to write, print and distribute a monthly hard-copy 
publication devoted to "The Curious; Forgotten and Unusual in Film & Video" with the aim 
of persuading readers to seek out the films mentioned and decide for themselves if they 
really were as good - or bad - as they'd just been told. Dead Lights was inspired by early 
1980s copies of the (in)famous Sleazoid Express, a crude, photocopied single sheet of 
paper that was a mishmash of sleazy film ads and reviews of exploitation and peep show 
loops that covering the best\worst New York's notorious 42nd Street cinemas had to 
offer. Dead Lights too was a one- sheet publication, albeit in colour and better production 
values, distributed through (thanks to Simon, the owner of) The Comix Shoppe in 
Swansea, my home town. Dead Lights was also free, you only had to ask for it at the 
counter or you might find a copy tucked inside a comic you'd just bought, but since it cost 
you nothing there was no obligation to even read it if you didn't feel like doing so. 

Packed into a single A4 sheet of paper every month was a commentary, a main review 
and four smaller reviews of films I thought of as Curious, Forgotten or Unusual along with 
a comparison piece pointing out the differences in how a certain film was advertised 
against the reality and a book review to wind things up. The very nature of the medium 
dictated the content as all text, screen shots, illustrations and posters had to fit onto that 
single sheet of paper meaning the writing had to be extremely tight while still trying to 
get across plot details, information and opinions. The commentaries as well as some of 
the reviews tended to mention old cinemas and locations unique to Swansea which 
probably won't be of interest to all readers but I'm sure towns and cities everywhere have 
similar stories to be told. 

This book is a collection of the ten published Dead Lights starting in June 2019 along 
with two more that never saw the light of day due to circumstances we all unfortunately 
know too much about. While the text has remained almost untouched the opportunity 
has been taken to considerably expand the layout and illustrations to make it more 
colourful and easier to read. The book reviews have been collected into their own section 
at the end and if you would like to see what the printed one-sheets looked checkout the 
Appendices or visit https://archive.Org/details/@deadlights to view the originals. 

I hope you enjoy this collection and if you do watch or have seen some of the films that 
follow it's OK if your opinion differs from mine, it would be a dull and boring old world if 
we all liked exactly the same things wouldn't it. 


Bob Pape 
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Have you ever watched a film or DVD, caught an old black and white movie on some 
obscure TV channel or just plain remembered seeing something on VHS tape years and 
years ago and thought it was worth telling someone else about it? Perhaps it was one of 
the best things you'd ever seen, or maybe the worst, or that it was different or out there 
enough that you'd think it was worth sharing? Today people go online and Tweet or post 
messages about what they've seen, the really dedicated ones create blogs and websites 
with all the information you could ever want to know about even the most obscure of 
films and videos, but this is a relatively new medium and it wasn't always like that 

Before the online explosion it was the small, self-published amateur fanzines that you 
went to if you wanted to find out more. Ranging from the downright crudely put 
together to something that wouldn't have looked out of place on a newsagent's shelf 
they often contained material and opinions that the large professional magazines either 
didn't or wouldn't print. Most didn't carry any advertising or have to be responsible to 
anyone but themselves so were free to say and criticise anything they wanted, often 
with a language and honesty that their professional counterparts just couldn't copy. 

Which is where Dead Lights comes in. Think of it as a personal monthly rummage 
through some of the more singular films and videos out there, some of which you may 
already know about or perhaps have even seen while others may be new and unknown 
to you. The aim is to get you thinking about the kind of things you watch, maybe even 
stirring you into action so that you'll seek out one or two of the titles you're going to 
read about and decide for yourself if they're as good, as bad or as mediocre as presented 
to you here. The only way to really know if you like a movie or not is to watch it not read 
about it, it's perfectly OK not to like a movie just because someone else raves about it 
just as it's OK to like something others don't. 

Returning to the Internet for a moment. With a little bit of searching you can find out 
pretty much everything about even the most obscure movie or video. A few minutes 
cutting and pasting and the addition of an original sentence or two and Hey Presto, an 
instant 'review' packed full of everything from the name of the assistant Gaffer to the 
trivia that the lead actress was dating the Director for most of the film. Dead Lights isn't 
like that, it's an IMDB, Wiki and online free zone that relies more on actually seeing the 
movie in question rather than taking what someone else has said for granted. Backup in 
the form of names, running times, and the odd interesting fact comes from solid 
reference books such as those by Phil Hardy, Walt Lee, John Elliott and Jonathan Law to 
name but a few, though what's actually being shown on the screen will always comes 
first. 

Lastly a word about what you're going to read in Dead Lights. This is an opinionated 
take on things rather than balanced independent writing and it's only fair to repeat the 
advice about watching these films and making up your own mind at the end of the day. 
Limited space means that some details about these movies won't get mentioned but 
think of them as surprises waiting for you to discover for yourself instead. Sometimes 
the ending of these films will be revealed, no Spoiler alerts sorry, but if it looks like 
knowing the ending in advance would seriously ruin the enjoyment you might get from 
watching it yourself then discretion will win out. 
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HARBOR PRODUCTIONS PRESENTS A PRESSMAN WILLIAMS PRODUCTION 

PAUL WILLIAMS - WILLIAM FINLEY IN BRIAN DE PALMA’S PHANTOM OF THE PARADISE 

CO STARRING GEORGE MEMMOLI • HAROLD OBLONG-ARCHIE HAHN 
JEFFREY COMANOR • GERRIT GRAHAM AND INTRODUCING JESSICA HARPER 
EXECUTIVE PRODUCER GUSTAVE BERNE • PRODUCED BY EDWARD PRESSMAN • WRITTEN AND DIRECTED BY BRIAN DF PALMA 
WORDS AND MUSIC BY PAUL WILLIAMS • COLOR BY MOVIELAB • ORIGINAL FILM SOUNDTRACK ON A&M RECORDS 







Phantom Of The Paradise (1974) 
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Filmmaker Brian De Palma was 
still finding his cinematic feet 
when he directed this musical 
version of Phantom Of The 
Opera in 1974. Mixing in plot 
elements from classics such as 
Faust, Svengali and The Picture 
of Dorian Grey he brings 
everything up to date (for the 
1970's) by turning it into a tale of 
a wronged musician seeking 
revenge for the debasement of 
his work set against a contemporary musical soundtrack. The film soon garnered cult 
status helped immensely by often being paired on a double-bill with The Rocky Horror 
Picture Show - a billing that once appeared at Swansea's old Studio 1-2-3 cinema. It's 
not without flaws though, a lack of budget does lead to some plot stretching and the 
crowd scenes are often not as large as they should be but De Palma manages to put 
together an enjoyable satire on the then current music business and just about manages 
to pull it off. 

Music impresario Swan (Paul Williams) seems to have an unnatural knack of picking 
winners and now, planning to open his own rock venue The Paradise, he needs the right 
music to launch it. Enter soppy Winslow Leach (William Finley) and his rock cantata 
which Swan steals via right-hand man Philbin (George Memmoli). Winslow's attempts to 
find out what happened to his life's work has him meeting up with and falling for 
struggling singer Phoenix (Jessica Harper in her first film role) as well as finding out that 
Swan plays for keeps when he's beaten up, has drugs planted on him and is sentenced to 
life in prison. Now a changed and broken man Winslow freaks out when he hears Swan's 
house-band The Juicy Fruits awful plastic pop version of one of his own songs on the 
radio, escapes from prison and tries to sabotage Swan's record factory. Things go wrong 
and Winslow is shot and has his face horribly crushed in a record press before escaping 
and drowning in a river. 

But Winslow isn't dead, now voiceless and disfigured he makes his way to the theatre 
that Swan calls The Paradise and adopts the persona of The Phantom, a metal-masked 
cloaked figure out for revenge. Blowing up the Juicy Fruits on stage with a bomb and 
coming face to face with Swan he's lied to again as Swan promises he'll give him back his 
voice and hire Phoenix to sing his music at the opening night of The Paradise. Locked 
away so he can finish his cantata for Phoenix and with a new electronic voice box Swan 
has Winslow sign an unusual contract and then proceeds to double cross him by hiring 
Beef (Gerrit Graham) a bisexual, drug sniffing glam-rock star to sing his music instead. 

Swan once again steals Winslow's music and orders his room bricked up with Winslow 
inside but he escapes and threatens Beef in a humorous homage to the famous Psycho 
shower scene. Beef ignores the threat and appears on stage singing another awful 
version of Winslow's music only to end up dead, bursting into flames as The Phantom 
electrocutes him mid-song. As the crowd go wild at what they've just seen Philbin tells 
Phoenix that she has to sing before anyone else is killed, which she does, and her voice 
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He’s been maimed and framed, 
beaten, robbed and mutilated. 
But they still can’t keep him 
from the woman he loves. 


turns the crowd around and has them 
cheering her instead. 

After the show Phoenix is lured to the 
theatre roof by The Phantom who reveals 
himself to be Winslow but she doesn't 
believe him and runs off with Swan, the 
two of them ending up back at Swan's 
mansion where they make love, watched 
tearfully through a rainy skylight by 
Winslow who has followed them back. 

Having now lost everything Winslow stabs 
himself through the heart with a large knife, 
killing himself and putting an end to The 
Phantom's reign of terror. Or does it? With 
twenty minutes of the film remaining a 
murder is planned, long kept secrets are 
revealed, The Paradise stages another 
musical event and Swan has to face that 
which he fears most. Meanwhile a familiar 
cloaked figure has a part to play in all these 
events. 

Yes Phantom Of The Paradise is a musical which means that at times the plot stops for 
a few minutes while one of Paul Williams' songs plays out but at other times they 
become integral to the film. The bomb intended for the Juicy Fruits is placed in a prop 
car at which point the screen splits in half and we see things simultaneously from two 
angles, one focusing on the car and the other on the Juicy Fruits rehearsing a song. It's a 
typical Hitchcock-inspired moment from De Palma, we know the bomb is going to 
explode but don't know exactly when. The death of Beef is another such moment, as he 
struts and preens across the stage blowing kisses to the audience and belting out the 
tune Life At Lost we know The Phantom has something planned for him and it's just a 
matter of time before we find out. On the minus side the rapid conversion of Phoenix 
from nervous singer to audience favourite is a tad unbelievable especially in light of the 
slow ballad she sings and it takes a lot to accept that both Swan and his band The Juicy 
Fruits, lauded in the opening credits, would find themselves appearing at what looks like 
a cheap nightclub in front of a small crowd. 

Phantom Of The Paradise holds up pretty well for a 45 year old movie, some of the 
fashions and styles of music do date it but Paul Williams' mix of different music genres 
stops it from being identified as belonging to any one particular era. From its Rod Serling 
narrated opening to its frenzied and satisfying conclusion it pushes all the buttons that 

would make you want to 


see it again. If you're a 
Rocky Horror fan who 
hasn't already seen it then 
do try and catch up with it 
and find out why the 
distributors thought it was 
such a good idea to pair 
these films together. 






Womaneater (1957) 


Deep in the hot green inferno that is 
supposed to be an Amazonian jungle but 
is in reality a British film studio backlot 
Doctor Moran (George Couliuris) 
searches for a tribe that supposedly has 
the power to bring the dead back to 
life. Of course he finds it 
otherwise we wouldn't have 
a film but the resurrection 
procedure does seem to 
involve a lot of hypnotic 
bongo drumming and 
the unwilling sacrifice 
a beautiful girl. Cut to an 
English mansion five years 
later and down in the cellar 
there's Moran and the same 
native playing on his bongos 
and another unwilling 
screaming female being 
offered up to something big 
and hairy. We then see the 
obligatory mad scientist props 
of test tubes, Bunsen burner, 
bubbling flasks and a big 
rubber heart in a jar as Moran 
injects a liquid distilled from the 
(still unseen) hairy-whatsit and the 
heart starts to beat for a short time 
before returning to its dead as a dodo 
state. Does the secret of bringing life 
back to the dead involve more bongo 
drumming, more female sacrifices and 
more padding while the film runs its 
course? Of course it does! 

This vintage British horror film doesn't 
have much going for it apart from the 
undoubted charms of Miss Vera Day playing 
the role of Sally, who starts off as a dancing 
grass-skirted 'Houri of Honolulu' in a 
cheap fairground attraction, 
progresses to Dr. Moran's assistant 
housekeeper and is destined to be 
next on the menu for the hairy 
thing in the cellar. Those expecting 
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said hairy thing to be so 
horrific as to chill the blood 
of those who see it are in 
for a disappointment as all it 
turns out to be is a giant 
tree of some sort with 
gently flailing branches 
looking for all the world as if 
it was made by Jim Henson 
for an episode of The 
Muppet Show. Throw in a 
love interest as Sally falls for 
the charms of local garage 
owner Jack Venner (billed as 
Peter Wayn but aka Peter 
Forbes Robertson) a 
doomed love triangle 
involving Moran, Sally and 
Moran's housekeeper 
Margaret and a visit to a 
London gin-joint by Moran 
to pick up another unwilling 
victim and you've got 
yourself a movie. Or about as close as you're going to get in this case. 

Actually there's nothing really not to like about Womaneater, of course it's silly 
nonsense and the dialogue often borders on the ridiculous but if you're still with it after 
seeing the rubber heart come to life then it's odds on you'll be there at the end as well. 
Wayn\Robertson is likeable, Colouris is your basic overconfident hissable villain who gets 
his comeuppance in the end and Day shows she can fill out a tight sweater with the best 
of them. The funniest unintentional moment though comes when Sally is talking to Jack 
as he's working inside a car and all we can see of Day is her bullet-bra enhanced bust 
filling an entire side of the screen. At this point Jack is most definitely not talking to her 
face! 



SEE 

its hideous arms 
devour them in a 
death-embrace! 

SEE 


SEE 

the Woman Eater 
ensnare the beauties 
of two continents! 



the nerve shattering 
Dance of Death! 


9 












Truth In Advertising? 

Last Days Of Man On Earth (1973) 



What are we promised? 

It's the Last Days Of Man On Earth and what 
look like ape-mutants have taken over with 
their phallically held ray-gun rifles and are 
running wild! Futuristic cities are going 
up in flames, huge buildings are 
collapsing and the planet is 
wracked with giant explosions 
splitting it in half. Semi-naked 
women seem to be trapped 
in some kind of futuristic 
bubble, or are they trying 
to escape the Apocalypse 
only to end up floating in 
outer space? Death and 
destruction on a massive 
scale means this should be 
one helluva movie ride. 

What do we get? 

No ape mutants. No laser rifles. 

Not set in the future. No cities get 
destroyed. No buildings collapse. 

Nothing goes up in flames. No planets 
explode nor get split in half. There are some 
people in plastic bubbles but they're bouncing around an inflatable pinball table in London 
and certainly not in outer space. No outer space either. 


What we have is a retitling of the turgid and S-L-O-W movie The Final Programme with 
another advertising campaign that just out and out lies. Jon Finch stars as Michael 
Moorcock's immortal soul Jerry Cornelius as he attempt to locate the Final Programme, a 
microfilm MacGuffin that his late father and a group of scientists (some just brains in 
tanks) hope to use to create a new Messiah and put an end to mankind's suffering. 

Cornelius seems to have a love\hate relationship with his sister and brother, a bit too much 
loving with the sister in fact and a lot of hating with his brother. It all climaxes bloodily in an 
old Nazi U-boat pen as Cornelius and Jenny Runacre's cannibalistic Miss Brunner have 
psychedelic solarised sex, merge, and become a hunched hairy unisexual creature that can 
walk on water. So no Apocalypse, planet Earth stays firmly in one piece and the blaster- 
toting ape-mutant in bondage gear surrounded by futuristic death and destruction turns 
out to be part of a deliberately misleading advertising campaign after all. 

THE FUTURE IS CANCELLED! 
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12:01PM (1990) 


Three years before Bill Murray was trapped endlessly repeating the same 24 
hours in Groundhog Day Myron Castleman (Kurtwood Smith) is doomed to 
relive 59 minutes over and over again, starting at 12:01PM and remembering 
everything while the rest of the world remains oblivious to what's happening. 
Based on a short story of the same name by Richard A. Lupoff this tight thirty 
minute film is much darker than the later Groundhog Day, there are no 
lessons to be learned or redemption to be had just an unending 59 minutes 
repeated again and again for eternity. Unlike Murray's film there is a reason for 
this looping, a 'time bounce' caused by matter and anti-matter universes 
colliding as a result of an experiment gone wrong but this is of little comfort to 
Myron when he learns that it will never end and that there's nothing he can do 
to prevent it. Killing himself seems to be the only way to end it but even death 
has a nasty sting in its tail. 

If Groundhog Day borrowed the main plot idea from 12:01PM but made it 
lighter and funnier then so did a feature length remake of the original, also 
released the same year as Groundhog Day but dropping the PM from the title, 
starting the loop at one minute past midnight and resetting time twenty four 
hours later. Both 1993 releases have a happy ending unlike the original 
12:01PM and it's this shorter version that sticks in your mind long after. You 
wonder how many more loops it will take to drive a person mad. Fifty nine 
minutes is barely enough time to get a cup of coffee and read (the same) 
newspaper so how long will it be before Myron - and perhaps the viewer - 
decides the only way to escape is by going insane? 

There's a humorous scene in Groundhog Day where Bill Murray's character 
drives his car over the edge of a quarry and smashes it into the ground." He'll 
be OK" quips his cameraman before the car bursts into flames. Since Murray 
remembers everything that happens to him that probably includes the impact 
of the landing, the broken bones and ruptured organs and if he survived that 
the pain of being burnt to death - though it doesn't seem to affect him much in 
later loops. With 12:01PM you have the bleak feeling that every time Myron 
loops back to the start of his 59 minutes a small piece of him dies inside, and 
you don't want to be there to see what happens when there's nothing left. 





Elvira's Haunted Hills (2001) 





Elvira has her knockers.critics who say that 

the character as played by actress and 
presenter Cassandra Peterson is basically a 
one-trick show and to be honest it's hard 
to disagree after seeing her in this weak 
follow up to her 1988 movie debut 
Elvira: Mistress Of The Dark. 
Apparently the reason we had to wait 
so long for a second cinema outing 
was because no funding could be 
found to make it resulting in 
Peterson reportedly sinking a million 
dollars of her own money into the 
film's budget. This one is a lot cruder 
than the first as it shovels in as many 
boob, bust and breast jokes as it can, 
relying on Elvira's ample charms in that 
department to make them work. You could 
blame the writers for all this but then it was 
cowritten by Peterson herself so she has to 
take at least some of the blame. 

Carpathia 1851. Elvira and her maid Zou Zou are 
on their way to Paris so she can star in her 
own show but the money has run out. 


Dead Lights, 



Rescued by a passing Englishman in a horse and carriage Elvira and Zou Zou are taken to 
the decaying castle home of Lord Vladimere Hellsubus (Richard O'Brien hamming it up 
for all he's worth) his second wife Lady Ema and assorted strange characters. Vladimere's 
first wife Elura committed suicide ten years ago and guess who just happens to be the 
spitting image of her? Then it's the usual mix of things going bump in the night, bodies 
getting dug up, dead people who aren't, adultery, possession, madness, torture and 
awful jokes. Sample. 

Doctor: "The village people say this 
castle is evil." 

Elvira: "Who listens to the Village 
People anymore?" 

If it all feels familiar then you'd be right, 
and if you're a fan of those Edgar Allan 
Poe movies that Roger Corman churned 
out in the 1960's then see how many 
'homages' to those you can spot in 
Elvira's Haunted Hills. Starting with 
colourful paint-swirling titles and a music score with a definite Les Baxter influence we 
move on to a decaying and crumbling abode, catalepsy mistaken for death, scheming 
relatives, walled alive victims, conniving adulterers and a torture chamber down in the 
cellar with a familiar looking sharp bladed pendulum. There's a nice moment here and 
there, the innkeeper's Jack Torrance impression as he axes down the door, Vladimere 
wears dark glasses taken straight from The Tomb Of Ligeia and we get to see just exactly 
what happens to a body if the pendulum is allowed to do its work but with Elvira's 
constant quipping and asides (does she even have a line of dialogue that ISN'T supposed 
to be funny) it does get a bit wearing after a while. 

If you're an Elvira fan then you'll love this movie but I doubt it will make converts of the 
rest and you'd be better of sticking with her first filmic outing instead. While Patterson\ 
Elvira certainly exploits her biggest assets as much as she can it's also safe to say that a 
little of her goes a long long way. 






ELVIRA 

Mistress 
of the 
D ark 




Dead Lights 
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THE FIRST PICTURE IN... 


USING 


SUBLIMINAL COMMUNICATION! 


My World Dies Screaming 
(1958) 


In 1957 James Vicary took a 
tachistoscope - a device capable of 
projecting an image for an incredibly short time - 
to a New Jersey cinema and from the projection 
booth flashed messages onto the screen while a 
movie played. Though each image only 
lasted less than l/2500th of a second 
which is far too short for the human eye to 
consciously perceive he believed that the 
brain would still process the projected 
suggestions to "Eat Popcorn "and "Drink Coca- 
Cola" and act upon the subliminal messages 
accordingly. As a result popcorn sales increased by 
50% and the media went into a panic over this new way of making people buy or do 
something against their will. It's a good story but repeated experiments failed to 
duplicate Vicary's results and he later confessed to having made the data up, subliminal 
advertising doesn't work this way. But that didn't stop Hollywood from getting in on the 


act. 


A year later in 1958 the luridly titled My World Dies Screaming (changed later to the 
less strident Terror In The Haunted House) was released, a creaky potboiler filmed 
quickly and on the cheap with a cast of just five. In Switzerland an American woman who 
has lived there since childhood 
has strange nightmares about an 
old house she has never seen 
before. Returning to Florida with 
her husband she is shocked to 
discover their new home is the 
very same one she has been 
seeing in her dreams, down to 
the smallest detail. The caretaker 
tells of a grisly past to the house 
and soon weird things are 
happening, strange shapes 
appear outside the window, her 
husband seems to know more 
than he's letting on and then 
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there's that annoying flickering in 
certain scenes, could it be some 
kind of subliminal effect? Of course 
it is, welcome viewer to 'Psycho- 
Rama! The Fourth Dimension', the 
new movie miracle. 



Also called the Precon Process 
the makers of My World Dies 
Screaming decided to jump on the 
subliminal bandwagon and overlay 
certain frames of the movie with 
images and words hoping that they 
wouldn't be seen but rather 
experienced. So the viewer might 
feel the need to scream not because of the action onscreen (of which there is very little) 
but because the words "Scream Bloody Murder" had been flashed up for a single frame 
causing them to react instinctively. The same goes for when the filmmakers want the 
viewer to feel uncomfortable and show a frame of the head of a snake. Unfortunately 
the required effect is let down by some ridiculous images as well as a more fundamental 
problem. Since film is show at twenty four frames per second that means whatever is 
displayed this way does actually become visible to the viewer, usually as a passing flash 
and enough for them to realize that they have indeed seen something unusual. It then 

becomes an annoyance, you know 
it's coming but you don't know 
when or worse, you sit there with 
your eyes wide open, desperate not 
to blink to see if you can catch it 
out the next time. 


ASTOUNDING SHOCKER! 

— THE FIRST PICTURE IN... 


THE FOURTH DfMENS/ON/ 


SUBLIMINAL COMMUNICATION! 



HOWCO INTERNATIONAL 


GERALD MOHR KATHY O'DONNELL WILLIAM CHING 
JOHN OUALEN 


Psycho-Rama had another outing 
a year later in the gangster thriller 
A Date With Death, flashing the 
words "Kill" and "6/ood" albeit a lot 
fainter if the trailer for it is any 
indication. After that it joined the 
rest of the gimmicks that had failed 
to set the moviegoing public alight. 
Subliminal shots show up now and 
again in films such as Fight Club 
and The Exorcist and the ending of 
Hitchcock's Psycho used a similar 
technique but stretched it out for 
more than a single frame. By the 
way, it's totally safe to watch this 
movie but if you do find yourself 
falling into a stupor it's more likely 
because of what you do see on 
screen rather than what you don't. 
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JULY 



If you grew up in Swansea before 
the 1980's then it's odds-on you went 
to the cinema regularly, and one of 
those cinemas was likely to have been 
the Albert Hall. Built in 1864 it started 
out as a Music Hall but by 1935 had 
become a full-time cinema where 
films continued to play for the next 
fifty years. The Albert Hall closed its 
cinema doors in 1977 only to reopen 
the next year as a Mecca Bingo Club 
which managed to operate up until 
2007 when the last house was called 
and the building shut for good. What 
I'd like to do is take you back in time to 
the last day the Albert Hall existed as a cinema and how Italian film director Dario 
Argento helped kill it off with one of his best known works. But more of that later. 

The Albert Hall as a cinema might have closed down a year earlier had it not been 
taken over by the Rank Organization with promises to refurbish the dilapidated and at 
times downright dangerous interior. Those with long memories may remember how bad 
the cinema was at the time; the sticky floor, the musty interior, the stained screen and 
seats that had long past their best. With sections of the cinema closed off to the public 
for safety reasons assurances by Rank that it was all going to be put right came as 
welcome news to Swansea cinemagoers but it seemed Rank had other plans. Within a 
year they had shut the cinema and what refurbishments had been made turned out to 
be for the benefit of the bingo playing public instead. 

Predictably in the years leading up to its closure the Albert Hall had entered a spiral of 
declining box office takings and lower quality billings. With the release of big budget 
movies such as Jaws and Star Wars in the mid 70's a lot of smaller cinemas weren't in a 
position to pay the higher film rental fees needed to book these popular blockbusters so 
ended up showing only what they could afford. But billing lower quality films meant less 
box office takings which meant less money to spend on film rentals which meant 
purchasing lower quality films and around the spiral went to an inevitable conclusion. 

It was at one such Albert Hall low cost double bill that I saw my first X-Certificate films, 
a reissue of Enter The Dragon and Freebie And The Bean. I was only sixteen at the time 
but I guess the cashier was more interested in taking my money than finding out if I was 
old enough to see Bruce Lee do his thing. At times the cinema scraped the bottom of the 
barrel for content, a double bill of Jess Franco Fu Manchu films from the 1960s was one I 
attended and there always seemed to be a Hammer film popping up every few weeks. 
Unfortunately that didn't always mean a Hammer Horror, the studio were licencing a lot 
of TV series at the time which meant movie versions of shows such as On The Buses and 
Steptoe And Son were often screened. 



Swansea Albert Hall circa. 1930 
Image: H.J. Hill (CCBY3.0) 
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As closure finally approached the Albert Hall managed to get hold of a first-run release 
for their last week, it may have been a brutal and gory horror film by Italian director 
Dario Argento but Suspiria certainly sent the old cinema off with a scream if not a bang. 
Though it's reported the last showing of a film was on December 4th 1977 I remember 
that they decided to shut down the day before instead and managed to get into the 
afternoon showing, the penultimate time a movie was ever projected there. Suspiria has 
often been cited as a colourful and loud film but I'm guessing the projectionist turned 
the volume up to 10 that day as my ears were ringing when I left the building. 

I'll finish with my favourite memory of the Albert Hall, and it too comes from that last 
day. As I walked up Mansel Street to catch a bus home, plainly audible above the noise 
of the traffic and a good distance away from the cinema the opening music to Suspiria 
could be heard as the last ever screening got under way. I like to think the projectionist 
had turned the volume up to 11. 



Swansea Albert Hall circa. 2012. Long gone is the portico over the main entrance and 
awnings on the front and side walls that sheltered queuing cinemagoers from the 
elements. Yes, that is a bush\tree sprouting out of the stonework, it grew larger over the 
years until it was deemed dangerous to passerbys and removed. The building looks a lot 
worse now and there are plans to redevelop it as mixed office, rental and retail space. 
Image: Copyright Google 2020 United Kingdom 
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BRYANT HALIDAY-JILL HAWORTH «i™ta,GARY HAMILTON *«m 

Executive Producer Produced by Directed by Screenplay by 

JOE SOLOMON-RICHARD GORDON-JIM O'CONNOLLY-JIM O'CONNOLLY Based on an ongmai story by GEORGE BAXT 
METROCOLOR A GRENADIER FILMS. LTD. Production lor release by THE FANFARE CORPORATION 


STARTLING! SHOCKING! SUSPENSEFUL! 


A NIGHT 
OF 
PLEASURE 


BECOMES 
A NIGHT 
OF 

TERROR 
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Tower Of Evil (1972) 


A boat chugs slowly 
through dense fog heading for 
lonely Snape Island, a small 
rocky outcrop that's home to 
an abandoned lighthouse. 
Captain Hamp (Jack Watson) 
and his father John are on a 
mission but on arriving their 
discovery of a severed human 
hand and a naked dead body 
in a bloody rock pool changes 
all that. The decapitated head 
and body of a young girl are 
found next and while John 
explores further he fails to see 
the impaled dead body of a 
young man (played by 
Confessions star Robin 
Askwith) as well as the naked 
insane girl who jumps out at 
him with a knife and stabs 
him to death before Hamp 
clubs her unconscious. 



Before going any further 
it's worth checking to see if 
this particular lighthouse 
follows The Rules of Movie Lighthouses, something all films that feature a spooky 
lighthouse must adhere to, and they are: 


IT WAS 
A NIGHT OF 
TERROR... 
with a 
fiendish 
creature 
on the 
loose! 


1. The lighthouse must be wreathed in fog. 

2. It must come with a reputation for bad doings, preferably someone found dead, gone 
mad or disappearing never to be found again. 

3. It is built like the TARDIS, i.e. bigger on the inside with large rooms, several spacious 
levels, a dark cellar and ideally a secret passage. 

4. Strange sounds must be heard coming from outside in the middle of the night. 

5. Someone must fall to their death from the top of it. 

Fortunately Tower Of Evil ticks all those boxes as despite everyone believing that 
stabby girl killed her companions because no one else could be found on the island we 
the viewer know different. And that's all thanks to Doctor Anthony Valentine and his 
flashing coloured lights gizmo, a device that wouldn't have looked out of place in an old 
Plastic Sam disco yet manages to elicit flashbacks (and lots and LOTS of screaming) that 
show us how the three actually died. With Captain Hamp and his nephew Brom ferrying 
a group of five historians to the island - the spear used to impale Askwith was solid gold, 










Phoenician and most likely part of some huge treasure hoard - it looks like there are 
going to be a lot more dead bodies before Snape Island finally gives up its secrets. 

Setting the scene early the opening credits play out over a very good miniature model 
of the lighthouse accompanied by a suitably foreboding musical score and it's a shame 
more use isn't made of both of them later on. Veteran Jack Watson manages to act the 
rest of the cast under the table even when he's not saying anything and that staple of 

haunted house movies, the slowly rocking chair viewed from behind only to reveal. 

makes a welcome reappearance. 

The film does have some hurdles to get over including the brutal dubbing of several of 
the actors voices most jarringly of which is the replacement of Askwith's soft Lancastrian 
accent with a brash American one presumably to give the film a more international 
appeal. Unfortunately Gary Hamilton's Brom doesn't suffer the same fate, he keeps his 
own voice and you cringe every time he opens his mouth. Poor Dennis Price literally gets 
a day's pay for what is basically an extended cameo and with Basil Brush sidekick Derek 
Fowlds as one of the historians it's hard not to keep shouting out "Boom Boom” after 
everything he says. 

The tone of the film shifts into Alistair MacLean territory at one point when someone 
blows up Hamp's boat (who and how we never find out) and wrecks the radio so no one 
can call for help. Then there's the shifty member of the group who has previously hidden 
a rubber dinghy on the island and conveniently disappears for a while but that plot 
strand doesn't last very long and we're soon back to the sex and screaming. 

Likely not intended but I can't help seeing it as such is the overkill ending. First there's 
a false climax to lull us into believing everything is fine and then it's almost as if they feel 
sorry for misleading us and go all out to make up for it. Bodies burn, gold melts, windows 
are smashed, the lighthouse catches fire and a box of dynamite explodes destroying 
everything that's left. As the smoke rises you half expect a swarm of killer bees to 
descend, the island to sink and everyone to be snatched up in the tentacles of a giant 
octopus just so the filmmakers can say "now it REALLY is over!" 

Tower Of Evil, or Horror Of Snape Island as it's also known, is seen by some as an early 
precursor to the stalk n' slash genre that John Carpenter's Halloween launched in 1978 
but it actually owes more to those old dark house pictures like The Cat And The Canary 
with its unseen killer and stagebound set. There are certainly more bare boobs and 



heavy breathing here than you'll find in those 
old black and white films not to mention 


blood and severed body parts but when all is 
said and done Tower Of Evil is really nothing 
more than a bloodier and nastier live action 
version of a Scooby Doo cartoon. And there's 
nothing wrong with that. 
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THOMAS JANE 

• Dirty Laundry (2012) 

This short, lOiminute professionally produced mini-movie has a 
• finatecenje fhat int doesn't have you shouting ’Yes"out loud should 
at If ast leatfe you with a big smile on your face. A beat up old van is 
‘ parked in 9 rundown neighbourhood, a man inside it (Thomas Jane) 
wakes from a restless sleep to pick up a laundry basket of dirty 
clothes and head across the street to a Laundromat. As this is 
happening local drug dealer and pimp Goldtooth drives up with his 
•gang and starts threatening three young hookers before taking one 
away and beating her up - and possibly worse. 

The man enters the Laundromat and starts to do his washing 
while Goldtooth and the gang turn their attention to a young boy, 
surrounding and threatening him when he refuses to run drugs for 
them. The man looks on dispassionately before getting up, crossing 
the street and entering a convenience store where the wheelchair 
bound owner (Ron Perlman) tries in vain to sell him a bottle of 
liquor. As the jaded owner talks to the man about the futility of 
walking outside and doing anything and how when he did just that 
years ago it was the last time he walked anywhere the man relents 

and buys a bottle of Jack Daniels. The man leaves the store and. 

That's all I'm going to say, anything more would just spoil the final 
payoff but what leads up to it should satisfy the tastes of any action 
movie fan. BIG WARNING! This short movie can be viewed and 
downloaded from Youtube amongst other sources but there is a 
HUGE Spoiler that you'll see in the title if you search for it there or 
via your favourite Search Engine that will totally spoil the ending. To 
get the full effect you really do need to come to it without any prior 
knowledge. So find a friend who's seen it and ask them to get hold 
of a copy for you so you can watch it cold, you'll thank them for it. 

DIRTY 
LAUNDRY 



DIRECTED by PHIL JOANOU WRITTEN by CHAD St, JOHN 
PRODUCEDby ADI SHANKAR IlfJiflTJI 












The Monster That Challenged the World (1957) 



Over the Salton Sea Lake in California a US Navy parachutist descends and lands in the 
water, two sailors in a boat are there to retrieve him but there's no sign of the man. One 
of the sailors dives in to search for him but fails to surface, the other sailor turns as a 
dark shadow is cast over him by something emerging from the water and screams. A 
search party comes to investigate and the lost parachutist surfaces, completely drained 
of blood and all bodily fluids and doing a fair impression of a pickled walnut. There's 
white slime all over the boat, no sign of the missing sailor and the other is found dead 
from fright. 

The Monster That Challenged The World is a pretty good 1950's monster movie with 
an effective if somewhat immobile full size creature which in this case turns out to be a 
giant mollusc. Think the front end of a black scaly caterpillar with a shell that lays giant 
eggs. This being the 1950's of course 
radiation is to blame along with an 
earthquake that releases the 
prehistoric creepers from their 
dormant state. As well as 
radiation there's a 
convenient doctor on hand 
to explain everything to 
the baffled military, 
the usual love interest, 
a precocious moppet 
you'll want to throttle 
as soon as you see 
her and a handy Navy 
laboratory carrying out 
atomic research. Soon the 
bodies are stacking up; a 
couple on a midnight swim 
go missing and a Navy diver 
gets killed by one of the 
creatures when he steals her 
giant egg while the mollusc 
ends up getting a big stick in her eye for 
bothering. The egg is taken back to the 
laboratory where it is kept at a constant 
temperature so it doesn't hatch. If you 
guess that at some point the darling 
moppet will mess with the temperature 
because the cute bunnies in the lab are 
feeling cold then you've obviously seen a 
film like this before. 

Meanwhile the molluscs escape from the lake into 
a canal system where they proceed to slurp the juices 
out of a couple of cows, a lock keeper and a romantic 
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CRAWLING UP FROM THE 
DEPTHS.. JO TERRIFY 
AND TORTURE! 


Monster 

That Challenged 
The World 


s.«, ni TIM HOLI AUDREY DALTON HANS COM 

Screenplay by PAT FIELDER fiwn j story by DAVID DUNCAN 
Directed b, ARNOLD LAVEN Produced b, JULES V LEVY and ARTHUR GARDNER 
Released thru UNITED ARTISTS 



duo out for a midnight drive. Thanks to an old map the 
Navy works out where the molluscs and their eggs have 
ended up and arrange for them to be safely and humanely 
treated. Only kidding, they kill them all by blowing them up. 
All that is except for the one that's hatched in the 
laboratory, eaten the fluffy bunnies for a snack and is now 
looking to enjoy the main course of love interest and 
moppet on rye. But in the nick of time our hero arrives to 
throw bottles at it and vainly squirt a C02 fire extinguisher 
in its face even though there's a razor sharp, death-dealing 
fire axe right behind him before the cavalry arrive and fill it 
full of lead. 

The special effects of the giant mollusc (even though 
there's meant to be at least ten we only ever see one at a 
time) are pretty impressive. It's big, appears in full daylight 
rather than hidden in the dark, looks and acts tough and is 
pretty well articulated. It's just a pity that the design of it 
means it can't do much more than rear up and down and 
sway about a bit, but when it does it looks pretty darn 
good. Definitely one of the better giant creature movies 
from the 50's even with added moppet. 















Truth in Advertising? 
Mary Millington's World 
Striptease Extravaganza 
(1981) 

What are we promised? 

A tribute in documentary form to that great 
stripper Mary Millington with 16 beautiful 
striptease artistes jetting in from exotic 
locales to perform live in front of an 
appreciative audience, all hoping to win the 
prize of £1000, a holiday in Jamaica and an 
exclusive film contract. Compered by 
comedian Bernie Winters we can expect 'A 
Glittering Array Of Non Stop Nudes' in this 
X-rated ecdysiastic Extravaganza. 

What do we get? 

Thoroughly ripped off. It's not a 
documentary. Mary Millington wasn't a 
stripper. All the featured 'strippers' are 
actually actresses or models. None of them 
have travelled more than a few miles to get 
there. Audience reaction is largely footage 
taken from another film. There are no 
prizes. Bernie Winters isn't funny and the 
'Extravaganza' runs for just over 45 minutes. 

Poor Mary Millington had been dead for 
two years and still ex-lover and porn 
magazine publisher David Sullivan was 
making money off her, funding this bottom 
feeding attempt to cash in on her reputation 
by splashing her name and pictures all over 
the posters. Millington's friend John East 
mawkishly introduces the whole thing with 
all the emotion of someone reading his lines 
from an off-screen board falsely telling us 
that Millington "was a great stripper" and 
showing an edited clip of her disrobing from 
one of her previous films to 'prove' it. 
Millington is then completely forgotten 
about and comedian Bernie Winters, who 
had previous with Sullivan after appearing 
two years earlier with (but not alongside) 


Millington in his awful Confessions From 
The David Galaxy Affair film, does his 
schtick. 

The girls eventually come on in pairs 
trying not to look bored as they jiggle and 
twirl around doing their best stripper 
impressions while getting their kit off as the 
sophisticate audience repeatedly deliver 
such gems as "gerremoff "and "go baby." 
Since all the girls are in fact either actresses 
or topless models rather than strippers their 
routines consist mainly of (badly) dancing 
around while the camera focuses on their 
naked bums, boobs and crotches with the 
occasional cutaway shot to a baying crowd 
that seems to have been invited in from a 
local old folk's home. Family comedian 
Winters looks really uncomfortable with the 
blue jokes and racist wisecracks he has to 
deliver, grinning inanely all the time as he 
introduces the girls. 

To live up to the poster's exhortation that 
we 'Sit Back And Enjoy A Stag Evening' 
mandatory drag act Christine appears as 
one of the girls and we are treated to the 
pub equivalent of passing the hat around 
with a clip from the Sullivan film 
Emmanuelle In Soho where one of the 
actress\contestants shows she's odds-on to 
win by having a private sex session with one 
of the judges and another girl. Of course she 
wins and takes her clothes off again for an 
encore in front of the other swaying girls 
and Winters, who in turn ends up getting 
most of his clothes forcibly removed by 
them. 45 minutes has never seemed so dire. 
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young nephew Sonny 
rob a bank, killing a 
number of people 
including a woman 

named Dolly Sloan and escape, hotly pursued by a posse. Losing their pursuers in a dust 
storm the gang emerge from it to find themselves in pleasant surroundings and a small 
peaceful town called Refuge where no one carries a gun and everyone goes to church 
when the bell tolls. Posing as injured cattle drovers they are offered a place to recover by 
the sheriff but soon Sonny, a big reader of dime-store novels, starts to wonder about the 
townsfolk some of whom look a lot like the illustrations of famous dead gunfighters in 
his books. Then a stagecoach pulls up and Dolly Sloan gets out. 

Calling a film Purgatory and featuring people who are supposed to be dead might be a 
bit of a plot giveaway but there's more to it than that. Britton and his gang are definitely 
alive, the town appears quite real and so are the cuts and bruises Sonny suffers when 
he's beaten up by the gang for telling the townsfolk what Britton has in store for them. 
Eventually learning the truth 
about Refuge and the reason 
none of the people will fight back 
Sonny has to stand alone against 
Britton and his gang and protect 
Rose, the girl he has fallen in love 
with. Alone that is until he's 
joined by Jesse James, Billy the 
Kid, Doc Holliday and Wild Bill 
Hickok for a blazing showdown 
against the massed outlaws. 

Purgatory is a real pleasure to 
watch opening and closing with 
big old fashioned gunfights of the 
kind they used to have in Westerns long ago. There's also a lot of strange things going on 
in between: an old Indian guards a pair of iron gates, lightning strikes an outlaw dead, 
the church bell can make the earth tremble and there's all those apparently dead 
gunfighters walking around acting meek and mild. The cast is solid with Sam Shepherd, 
Randy Quaid, Donnie Wahlberg and J. D. Souther on the side of good while Eric Roberts 
as Blackjack Britton is suitably villainous. Brad Fiedel's melodic score is a lot different 
from the usual Western twang and it all ends as it should, the good guys get their just 
reward and the baddies get what they deserve. So saddle up pardner and lasso this 
movie! 


Purgatory 

( 1999 ) 

In the Old West 
Blackjack Britton and 
his gang of outlaws 
including Cavin 
Guthrie and Guthrie's 
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A woman applies shampoo to her hair then goes to rinse it off but instead of a sink full 
of water she lowers her head into a lit gas ring and her hair goes up in flames. The 
opening credits roll. It's an unnerving but slam-bang start as we discover she's the 11th 
woman to have recently committed an act of self-mutilation. The police as always are 
baffled, trying to find a common link between the previous acts of facial self-harm 
including washing in sulphuric acid, mistaking the blades of an electric fan for a face 
massager and using a straight edge razor instead of a lip brush. Is it the new screen 
sensation 'Hypno Magic' at work making these women disfigure themselves? And what 
will happen when YOU the viewer experience Hypno Magic for yourself? 

Hypnotism was big in the 1950's fuelled by the bestselling book The Search For Bridey 
Murphy which told the true(?) story of a Colorado housewife who is hypnotised and 
regresses back to an earlier life in 1800's Ireland. The truth of it turned out to be based 
more on the woman's childhood memories than reincarnation but for a while hypnosis 
seemed to be the answer to all ills as well as a convenient plot device for Hollywood 
scriptwriters. The Hypnotic Eye features The Great Desmond and his beautiful assistant 
Justine who do all the usual stage hypnosis gags like getting their subjects to feel hot and 
cold and making them growl like a dog but apparently hypnotism can also make you defy 
the laws of gravity as well when one entranced victim is made to levitate in mid-air! It 
won't be long before viewers will work out the mutilated women have been hypnotised 
into maiming themselves (if you hadn't already guessed from the poster) and also into 
forgetting that they attended Desmond's show in the first place. As the film draws to a 
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close Desmond steps forward and 
addresses the audience both on¬ 
screen and in the cinema itself. It's 
now time for you to experience 
Hypno Magic, 'The Thrill you SEE 
and FEEL' 

It's a little bit confusing as to just 
what Hypno Magic is. What it isn't, 
as Desmond is at pains to point 
out, is actual hypnosis instead 
telling us that we will "experience 
many new and exciting 
sensations." First off that means 
salivating as Desmond shows the 
audience a lemon, telling them 
repeatedly how sour and juicy it is 
and making their mouths water. 

Then the audience are made to 
perform a number of tasks such as 
clasping their hands together, repetitively revolving arms, slapping knees and stretching 
their heads as the volume is ramped up and Desmond repeatedly shouts "you cannot 
stop!" Whether you the viewer can or cannot unlink your fingers or stop windmilling 
your arms is beside the point, at the end of this segment you'll likely be out of breath 
and feeling a bit dizzy. If you weren't then the next part where you blow up your 
Hypnotic Eye balloon (handed out free to all patrons entering the cinema) and lean 
forward onto it may indeed end with you feeling lightheaded, perhaps even a little faint 
and unable to straighten upas Desmond shouts "you cannot get up" over and over. Then 
again you may be on the road to a heart attack but hey, it's all in good fun. 

Desmond holds up a small flashing object, the Hypnotic Eye of the title and as the 
flickering strobe light fills the screen a female planted in the audience screams and 
pretends to faint at exactly the same time as one in the film. This is the cue for the end of 
the Hypno Magic segment and things race to a speedy conclusion where we find out 
that Justine has been using Desmond to seek revenge on beautiful women because her 
own face is hideously scarred, her beauty literally skin deep as she peels off a latex face 
mask to reveal her disfigurement. Desmond is shot by the police and Justine plunges to 
her death from the rafters. The audience 
weave dizzily out of the cinema seeking 
fresh air, those prone to epileptic seizures 
wonder why they paid to see a film with 
repeated strobe lighting and Hypno Magic 
closes its eye, never to be seen again. 


THE 

SECRETS 

OF 


hypnoMag/c 

——— 


WHAT IT IS- 
HOW TO 
USE IT! 


'HYPNOMAGIC' IS THE FIRST MOVIE AUDIENCE PARTICIPATION GIMMICK! 
VIEWERS ARE ACTUALLY ASKED TO PERFORM FOR AN 8 MINUTE SEQUENCE! 


f INSTALLATION! 


HERE'S HOW IT WORKS 

During double reel 4 (single reel 8) Jacques Borgorac. who 
plays the hypnotist in the picture, starts the HypnoMagic se¬ 
quence from the screen. He asks ior “The house lights to be tumod 
on" . . . WHICH IS THE CUE FOR THE PROJECTIONIST TO 
RAISE THE LIGHTS TO ABOUT 40% OF FULL BRILLIANCY. Tho 
hypnotist (Bergerac) then speaks directly to tho audience, loll¬ 
ing them they now have an opportunity to experience the thrills 
of hypnosis, though assuring them they will not actually bo hyp- 


notliod. Ho puls thorn through an exciting series ol mass-hypnotic 
stunts. Tho last stunt uses the Hypnotic Eye Balloons. EACH PA¬ 
TRON (ADULT OR CHILD) SHOULD BE GIVEN ONE OF THESE 
BALLOONS WHEN HE ENTERS THE THEATRE. INCIDENTALLY. 
THIS CAN BE A STRONG SELLING POINT IN YOUR ADS. Signs 
postod in your lobby will explain to the patrons that the balloons 
will play an important part in the picture and that they are not to 
inflato thorn until requested to do so from the screen (which Ber- 
gorac does). See sign copy in box below. 

NOTE: THE CUE FOR THE PROJECTIONIST TO TURN OFF THE 
HOUSE LIGHTS IS A SUDDEN SCREAM FROM THE SCREEN AT 
THE BEGINNING OF REEL 9. The picture then proceeds to its 
conclusion. 


Order "HypnoMagic” Balloons From Your Allied Artists Exchange 

Your local Allied Artists branch is handling tho pioco which onablos them to be easily inflated 
HypnoMagic balloons. Order them whon you and closod-off. Thoy aro imprintod with the catch- 
book the picture. The cost is S20 per thousand, lino:—"You can't rosist “Tho Hypnotic Eye'." and 
Please allow plenty of time for shipment. Special an illustration of tho oyo. 
oxpress or air shipments will cost extra as the bal- Tho nomina | o( , ho balloons will be reflect- 
loons are being sold at cost! od many |im0I ovor a , , ho box oUice . Hypno . 

The balloons come with “air retainer" mouth- Magic big and it will pay off big for you! 


IMPORTANT! 

KEEP "THE HYPNOTIC EYE" 
BALLOON... IT IS PART OF 
THE PICTURE! 

DO NOT INFLATE IT UNTIL 
YOU ARE INSTRUCTED TO 
DO SO FROM THE SCREEN! 












AUGUST 



Promoting a film is pretty easy nowadays, you put the trailer online, the posters in bus 
shelters, the stars on Graham Norton and hope the reviews aren't too bad. If the 
advertising budget doesn't stretch to that it will probably have to rely on word of mouth, 
guerrilla marketing or the goodwill of critics like Mark Kermode to make an impression. 
It's a pity you can't bribe the public to come and see your film by offering them 
something in return, a souvenir to remember the film by while at the same time acting 
as an unpaid advertisement to future customers. But that's just what used to happen 
fairly regularly in the past - at least in the USA - welcome to the world of movie 
giveaways. 

Cinema owners worried about 
the state of their carpets could 
hand out vital medical aids such as 
Barf Bags or Upchuck Cups to the 
more delicate of their patrons 
attending Mark Of The Devil or I 
Dismember Mama. If it all got too 
much then the blindfold handed 
out to viewers of Scream Bloody Murder - "The First Motion Picture to be Colled 
GORENOGRAPHY" - would hide them from the nastier moments as would a similar 
Terror Mask for the bloody western Cut-Throats Nine. Thankfully the distributors of 
Frankenstein Meets The Space Monster had worked out a way to "shield you from the 
high intensity cobolt roys that glow from the screen ond to prevent your abduction into 
Outer Space" thanks to free Space Shield Eye Protectors. 

Protection against the Black Arts was also high on distributor's minds. Cinemas 
showing Mario Bava's Black Sunday were urged to hand out cards with a Protective 
Chant that customers could recite when it all became too much - "Witch ond Wizard go 
owoy! Chill some other soul today...." If that didn't work then gripping your Magic Witch 
Deflector token tightly during Lon Chaney Jnr's Witchcraft would do the trick. Zombies 
and Dracula stood no chance either as a double bill of Hammer's Dracula Prince Of 
Darkness and The Plague Of The Zombies armed male patrons with cardboard Dracula 
Fangs and females with Zombie Eyes to wear throughout. But any protection there 
would probably only have lasted until the first slurp of a cold drink! 


ONLY IHE Vl0Bf AflBSNtCAN SAVE YOV 
FROM IHE EERIE WEB OF IHE UNKNOWN! 


BE SURE TO GRIP YOUR WITCH DEFLECTOR 

TIGHTLY WHEN THE UNKNOWN EVIL 

MATERIALIZES BEFORE YOUR VERY EYES! Jj 


Obtain your WITCH DEFLECTOR upon entering the theatre! 


V 



You could grow your very own Torture Garden with the Fright Seeds you received 
when attending a showing of the same named shocker but all you ended up with was 
common lawn grass. No one ever managed to grow live Triffids using the seeds given out 
in some cinemas showing The Day Of The Triffids either. Lucky attendees to a double bill 
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Advertising Department 
Chevron Pictures 
165 West 46th Street 
New York, N.Y. 10036 


Today's Date_ 
Playdates_ 


Please rush via Air Express (shipping charges collect upon delivery)_ 

{quantity) BLOOD SUCKER RINGS. 

Et is understood that these rings are $15.00 per thousand and that their cast 
(plus the shipping charge) is to he split 50/50 between Chevron Pictures and 
the theatre. 


Street Add ress_ 


_State_Zip Code__ 

(shipments -cannot be maria to a P, 0. Box) 


of Blood Suckers and Blood Drinkers 

received a free Blood Sucker Ring to 
wear - if the cinema owner had put in 
his order for $7.50 per thousand that 
is. You have to wonder how many 
times ushers got slapped when they 
asked women if they were single or 
not when they attended a showing of 
the Filipino horror Brides Of Blood 
though after seeing the quality of the 
"free engagement ring set to every 
unmarried female" it was probably 
justified. 

Since facial disguises had worked so well against zombies and vampires then how 
about Russian religious zealots? Distributors of Hammer's Rasputin The Mad Monk 

supplied ticket payers 

DISGUISE YOURSELF '&'££££? 

FROM THE FORCES against the forces of evil. 

ni cy|| | Since girls as well as boys 

‘ were handed these the 

end result must have 
been a lot like the 
Jehovah stoning scene in 
Monty Python's Life Of 
Brian! The best protection 
though was to prevent 
you from seeing the film 

at all, Francis Ford Coppola's thriller Dementia 13 came with a thirteen question "D-13 
Test" that you had to pass otherwise "you will be asked to leave the theatre." But at least 
female patrons stood a chance. For the 1968 Peter Cushing horror Corruption the 
posters exclaimed "No Woman Will Be 
Admitted Alone To See This Super-Shock 
Film!!" You can imagine how well that 
would go down today! 

Flere in the UK we were pretty much 
spared the excesses of these giveaways 
which may have been fortunate seeing what 
happened in the U.S. with The Mad Doctor 
Of Blood Island. To defend against the 
horrors to come patrons were asked to drink 
a sachet of 'green blood potion 'while reciting 
an on-screen oath. Unfortunately some 
people reported upset stomachs after 
drinking the green liquid and the whole 
promotion had to be dropped. Where was that 
Upchuck Cup when it was needed? 



GIVEN TO GUYS AND GALS ALIKE! 



While Viewing 
BLACK SUNDAY ” 

You may f, n d it helpful to recite 
the below incantation in o firm, 
convincing voice. 


Wifch and Wizard, go away! 

Chill some other soul today! 
Vampire bat and horrid food, 
Deadly snoke beside the rood, 
Ghostly shriek ond (hilling moon, 
I command — Leave me alone! 

All your horrors and your terrors 
Dount me not. They’re only errors 
Conjured by you just to frighten; 
Never truly to enlighten. 

Powers of Darkness — go owoy! 
Chill some other soul today! 
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Scars Of Dracula (1970) 





Hammer Films started the 1960's on a high, their decision to remake classic black and 
white Universal monster movies in colour with added blood and sex appeal had paid off 
handsomely allowing them to produce a mixed bag of horror films as well as a steady 
stream of sequels to their Frankenstein, Dracula and Mummy films throughout the 
decade. However as the 1970's approached the public were starting to get jaded with 
Hammer's blend of blood and Gothic horror while declining cinema audiences in general 
also added to Hammer's worries. In 1969 Hammer released just two films, the big- 

budget box office failure Moon Zero 
Two and Frankenstein Must Be 
Destroyed where Peter Cushing's 
benignly evil Dr. Frankenstein was 
written to present a more sadistic 
persona including a tasteless rape scene 
that did both him and the film no 
favours. 

Hammer experimented with various 
ideas in the early 1970's hoping to 
attract audiences back to the cinema. 
Sexual content and nudity was ramped 
up alongside the overt lesbianism of 
The Vampire Lovers and Lust For A 
Vampire. Bringing their star attraction 
into the present day with Dracula A.D. 
1972 and The Satanic Rites Of Dracula 
didn't really work. Kung Fu movies were 
hot so Dracula and Van Helsing 
appeared in The Legend Of The 7 
Golden Vampires while Captain Kronos 
- Vampire Hunter emphasised action 
and sword fighting over actual horror. 
With the 1970 release of Scars Of 
Dracula Hammer tried to attract a 
younger adult audience by making the 
main characters young adults as well, 
they also ramped up the sadism and 
added more blood and gore to the mix. 
The film itself is not one of Hammer's 
best but it was perhaps the nastiest by 
deliberate design of that era with even 
the title itself sounding harsh and 
unpleasant. 

Barely have the opening credits 
finished before a large rubber bat 
vomits blood over a pile of ashes and 
through the miracle of special effects 
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. Count Dracula is reborn. Sadly we'll see a lot more of the bat in action 
t to be a servant of Dracula that flaps around doing his bidding 
tr d^d body is found with puncture marks bn the throat the villagers march on 
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n Harkeratthe hands of Dracula and it's 
Waterman) and his fiancee Sarah (Jenn 



h the same fate as tl 
I's brother Simon (a 
discover what's ha 





All the usual Hammer horror elements appea™he driverless coach, scared villagers, 
ineffective priest,Icrucifix^neaving bosoms and Michael Ripper. Even Dracula's human 
servant Klove makes a return though played this time by a twitching Patrick Troughton. 
On the cruelty side Dracula messily stabs his mistress to death, Klove cuts up her body 
and dissolves it in a hip bath of acid, Simon find's his brother body hung up on a hook 
drained of blood, the village priest is killed by Dracula's bat and Klove seems to enjoy it a 
teensy bit too much when his master takes a red hot sword and burns his already whip- 
scarred and bloody back. It all ends rather weakly as Dracula, holding a metal rod that 
Simon has tried to impale him with, is struck by lightning and bursts into flames. A 
stuntman wearing a Christopher Lee mask then flaps around on fire in slow motion 
before being replaced with a blazing dummy that falls over the castle battlements and 
plummets onto the model rocks below. 

Though designed to be shocking for its time Scars Of Dracula doesn't hold up too well 
today with a typical episode of C.S.I. containing more bloody content by comparison. 
Thanks to large TV screens it's also easier to see through some of the effects, the rubber 
knife bending as Dracula kills his mistress and the lifeless bat that appears again and 

again throughout does make you 
want to cringe every time it's on 
screen. At least Christopher Lee gets 
a few more lines of dialogue than 
usual and a scene from Bram Stoker's 
original novel where the vampire 
crawls up a sheer wall like a large 
lizard is carried off with some success. 
Hammer struggled on for a few more 
years with the help of movie versions 
of existing TV shows but they were 
hopelessly behind the times when it 
came to what scared people. Three 
years after Scars Of Dracula Hammer 
released their final Lee Dracula film 
The Satanic Rites of Dracula, the 
same year that The Exorcist was 
made. Unfortunately for Hammer a 
possessed little girl would turn out to 
be a whole lot more frightening than a 
rubber bat. 
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Truth In Advertising? 

The Giant Spider Invasion (1975) 

What are we promised? 

Giant 10-legged spiders are running amok in the city 
crawling over buildings bringing death and a severe 
case of arachnophobia to the panicking populous. 

Cars crash, explosions erupt, buildings collapse and 
helicopters fill the sky as people run for their lives. It's 
an invasion, a Giant Spider Invasion, and it looks like 
humanity is the fly caught in their web. 

What do we get? 

One big spider. With 8 legs. That looks phonier than 
something you would buy in a toy shop. Set in a small 
rural American town with not a large building in sight. 

Nothing collapses. Two car crashes. Three explosions, 
one in a country field at night. Everyone tries not to 
look embarrassed. One helicopter flies around a bit. 

This is not a good film it's true, but it is one that keeps going and eventually turns into a 
'so bad it's good' cult-type movie. Unfortunately the same can't be said of the advertising 
which totally fabricates what you're about to see in order to part you from your cash. The 
plot is your usual mini black hole falling to earth in backwards Hicksville USA and opening 
up a gateway to another universe allowing spiders inside of hollow rocks to menace bad 
actors. Eventually one of the spiders turns into a big cloth toy with glowing eyes and is 
thrown at an actress as she valiantly pretends to struggle with flopsy moppsy. 

Things get worse when the spider turns into a huge (we're told 50 foot but that's a lie 
too) creature that drives around terrorising mainly large crowds of kids trying hard not to 
look at the camera and laugh. Did I say drive? Yes, unlike other monster spider movies 
involving real arthropods blown up in size or stop-motion animation what we have here is 
a full size replica of the real thing, if by real thing you mean a metal cage built over the 
chassis of an old Volkswagen car covered in black furry material and packed with sweating 
volunteers inside driving it around and making its drainpipe legs flail wildly up and down. 

There are some effective moments, an arachnid crawls into a food blender and ends up 
as spider-shake in a will-they won't-they drink it moment and there's the odd splash of 
blood and gore to keep you watching. Less effective are the filtered day-for-night scenes 
where you can clearly see a beautiful blue summer sky in the background. There's a 
confusing ending where SpiderVan first explodes, then implodes, then melts into goo as an 
excess of neutrinos makes his lights to go out (the giant glowing eyes of the spider actually 
were the car's front headlights!) And one more con. Lured into the cinema by the poster 
and glancing at the lobby cards you'd have seen a startlingly different looking spider in the 
photos, achieved by deviously painting over shots of the VW muppet with something that 
looked a lot more realistic and convincing! 

Top Tip. Liven things up when watching the film by playing the 'Take a drink every time 
veteran actor Alan Hale playing the sheriff answers the phone in his office'game and see if 
you can make it to the end credits without passing out. 
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The Laplace's Demon (2017) 


There are no demons. It's in Italian with English subtitles. It's in black and white. It's got 
some rough CGI and suspect acting. It's also a wonderful little film. The premise - in 1814 
scholar Pierre-Simon Laplace postulated that if someone knew the precise location and 
movement of every atom in the universe then they (the superman or demon of the 
theory) could calculate everything that is, was and would be using just the classical laws 
of mechanics. 


The Laplace's Demon 

opens on a small boat 
heading towards a lonely 
island, on board a group of 
scientists invited there by the 
reclusive and anonymous 
Professor Cornelius who 
they've never met. The 
scientists are working on a 
ground-breaking theory to 
accurately predict how many 
pieces a glass will shatter 
into when dropped which 



has attracted the attention of the Professor. When the group of seven arrive they and 
the pilot of the boat find themselves trapped alone in a house situated high on jagged 
rocks along with a precise and intricate clockwork miniature model of the building itself 
ticking away. The model contains a number of chess pawns, eight in number, that are 
being moved by the clockwork mechanism and it's not long before the group realize that 
the pawns represent them and no matter where they move to in the house the pawns 
immediately do the same in miniature in the model. With no electronics or external 
manipulation possible the group have to face the truth that their every move and 
reaction has been predicted, hard-wired into a clockwork mechanism and is playing out 
in front of them as they watch. 

Professor Cornelius makes an indirect appearance, a shadowy figure on a VHS tape 
that unsettlingly addresses the group and answers whatever questions he's asked by 
them regardless of the fact that the tape is pre-recorded. Then the lights flicker, a black 
Queen chess piece appears in the clockwork model and the group watch as it follows 
one of the other pawns\researchers before splitting in half and capturing the pawn 
inside itself before moving off back into the dark. As the group bicker and try to make 
sense of what's happening it's not long before the lights flicker again and the Queen 
reappears in the model to take another one of them. And another. And another. 

How it all plays out, what the black Queen represents and how many make it off the 
island alive will remain unspoilt, as will the ending which may be a little confusing at first 
but does indeed make sense the more you think about it. The Laplace's Demon is an 
odd mix of horror, mystery, film noir, philosophy and just plain strangeness all centred 
around the idea of determinism, just how can you outwit something that knows in 
advance what you're going to do next? It's a shame that a film like this will be ignored by 
many on account of it not being in English or in colour because it's so far removed from 
anything you're likely to see that it really is worthwhile looking out for. But you can't 
escape watching it, it's inevitable. You're in the clockwork too. 
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Pandora (2016) 


An earthquake hits the small South Korean town where Kang Jae-hyeok lives with his 
mother and sister-in-law, affecting the nearby nuclear power plant where he works and 
starting a chain of events that will eventually lead to it blowing up and putting the entire 
country at risk. As politicians try to cover things up and protect themselves the local 
population are kept in the dark while Jae-hyeok and his co-workers at the plant suffer 
fatal doses of radiation and are hospitalised. Meanwhile the reactor is exposed, the 
holding tank containing spent fuel rods is cracked leaking vital cooling water and the 
likely contamination of a large part of the country is just hours a way. 



If this was a Hollywood movie then The Rock would be our hero, probably trying to 
rescue his trapped daughter but Pandora is much better than that, focussing on ordinary 
people making incredible sacrifices to protect their loved ones. It is Hollywood in scope 
though as thousands of panicking people clog roads, harbours and trains trying to 
escape from the growing danger of radiation while an army of firefighters at the 
damaged power plant try valiantly to bring things under control. As Jae-hyeok and his 
companions offer to go back into the contaminated ruins to try and stop the looming 
catastrophe they know they are dead men walking. It may be corny and written to pull at 
the heartstrings but there is a sense of quiet nobility in the doomed men that gives it an 
emotional punch. There's only one path Jae-hyeok and his friends are travelling and the 
film doesn't shy away from that. Unlike Western disaster movies that end happily there 
won't be a sequel to Pandora and the film is much more powerful because of that. 






Without Warning (1980) 



If you were on a TV Quiz show and the jackpot question was "What 1980s movie had 
seven foot tall Kevin Peter Hall portraying an alien from another planet who visits Earth 
to hunt humans for trophies" don't plan on walking away with the cash if your answer is 
Predator. This is the plot of Without Warning which was released a whole seven years 
before Arnie and Co. were running around a Central American jungle. Made on a budget 
that would barely have covered the catering costs for Arnold's film Without Warning 
does have the benefit of a number of older big name actors helping things along as well 
as a disgustingly nasty special effect that you'll find hard to forget. 

Veteran Cameron Mitchell kicks things off as a father on a hunting trip with his 
reluctant son, getting paid for half a day's work and being quickly despatched via a 
couple of alien flying flesh Frisbees, nasty saucer-sized creatures that spin through the 
air before attaching themselves to a victim, digging into the body with their tentacles 
and teeth and releasing copious amounts of blood, slime, ooze and whatever else the 
special effects guy had in his bag. It's that tall alien hunter that's responsible of course, 
using them like living Ninja throwing stars to bag his prey. When the nasties hit flesh and 
start burrowing in it truly is disgusting and since it works so well we see a lot more of 
them as the film progresses. Cue a bunch of teens (one of them a very young David 
Caruso) planning to go swimming in a lake and Joe the obligatory crazy 

owner of a creepy gas station played by Jack Palance who 
warns them to stay away from the area. You can 
guess what happens next. 

Two canoodling teens go missing, the 
alien claims another victim and it's not 
long before the remaining pair of kids 
stumble across the dead and decaying 
bodies of their friends, the father and 
son from the start of the movie and 
the last unfortunate all hanging from 
hooks in an old shack that doubles 
as the alien's trophy room. They 
panic and end up driving to a 
local bar for help which seeing 
as it has Neville Brand and 
Martin Landau as patrons 
might not have been the 
best idea. Brand tries to 
out-crazy Palance in 
the acting stakes but 
it's Landau's 
performance as 


mentally scarred 
veteran Sarge that 
wins the loony cup, 
ham has never 
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been sliced so thick in a movie. Brand 
stands back in awe as Palance and 
Landau go at it, Palance seems to know 
more about the alien than he's letting 
on and wants to hunt it down for 
himself while Landau goes all wide-eyed 
and loopy as he's convinced everyone 
has been taken over by aliens and he's 
the only sane one left. Landau's 
portrayal of the unhinged Sarge is truly 
something to see as he ramps it up from 
just plain old deranged to full-on raving 
bonkers! 




WING 

TARAH 


JACK PALANCE, 
CHRISTOPHER 


EARTH IS THE HUNTING GROUND. 
MAN IS THE ENDANGERED SPECIES. 


: 

WITHOUT WARNII 
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While the gloopy effects of the critters 
burrowing into flesh are impressively 
gross the shots of them flying through 
the air are less effective. It may be 
nitpicking to say that at times you can 
see the strings helping them along 
although occasionally the filmmakers do 
pull the old 'film it upside down' stunt to 
disguise things. The alien spends most 
of his time just standing around 
looking...well...alien-ish, but that's 
because he's probably never seen 
anything like Palance and Landau before 
in his life. It all ends predictably with less 
of the cast alive than they were at the 
start but after watching it I was struck 
with a thought. Instead of going around shooting guns I think they would have been 

better off dealing with those flying 
discs of doom with tennis rackets. 
A good solid backhand would have 
really shown the little devils what 
for! 
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The Call OfCthulhu (2005) 


This 47 minute film adaption of one of H.P. Lovecraft's better known short stories stays 
pretty faithful to the source material telling a tale that weaves together portentous 
dreams, strange cults, seeming coincidences and an uncharted island that is home to an 
unspeakable horror. That it does so in the form of a silent black and white film harkening 
back to pre-talkie days complete with orchestral accompaniment and descriptive 
intertitles just adds to the overall feeling of dread, something that would surely be 
missing had it been filmed in sound and colour. 

Made in 2005 by the H.P. Lovecraft Historical Society the overall look and feel of the 
film is helped along by the inevitable dirt, spots, scratches and hairs that would be 
present in a genuine vintage silent movie, all added via the magic of computers. One 
scene in particular benefits from computer enhancement, having only a limited number 
of extras available for a long shot of a hundred cult members worshipping their foul god 
deep in a Louisiana swamp some digital duplicating helped create an impressive crowd 
gathering. 

Other special effects range from the basic to the inspired, a miniature of a fishing 
trawler might be obvious right away but it may take you a while to realize the wild and 
stormy seas that accompany it are actually something a lot drier. When the corpse-city 
of R'lyeh is found the impact of Lovecraft's non-Euclidean building geometry can be felt 
as sailors step onto a small slab only to find themselves hundreds of feet in the air or 
when one jumps off a rock only to fall backwards into a gap that simply isn't there. When 
the time comes to show The Great Old One itself there's no way it could ever live up to 
the horror of what we imagine it to 


be, but Cthulhu has to be seen and 
here it is handled via stop-motion 
animation and shadows. Yes the 
final result is not as horrific as we 
can envisage but then Lovecraft 
knew that the shock and madness 
his characters suffered from didn't 
come by way of seeing slimy 
tentacles and putrid flesh but the 
awful realization that abominations 
like that actually existed. 

Some of the acting is decidedly 
OTT but then so it was in those 
early movie days and here it 
actually benefits the overall feel of 
things. A silent black and white film 
with intertitles may not be to 
everyone's taste, alright it definitely 
won't be to everyone's taste, but 
it's short enough to make it worth 
seeing if only so you can surprise 
your friends when they ask what 
the last film you watched was. 
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In 1976 Swansea movie-goers 
were spoilt for choice with four 
cinemas in the city centre but 
barely a year later there was only 
one left with it's doors open. The 
Rank Organisation had bought up 
the ailing Albert Hall, Castle and 
Carlton cinemas in 1977 which 
along with their successful Odeon 
cinema on the Kingsway meant 
they now owned every picture 
palace in Swansea. At the time this 
was seen by many as good news, at 
last these three rundown cinemas 
would be brought up to scratch 
with the aid of some proper money 
but others had their doubts. And 
those doubts came true when 
Rank quickly closed their latest 
acquisitions leaving people to 
wonder if the idea all along had 
been to remove the competition 
and leave the Odeon as the sole 
outlet for big screen showings in 
Swansea. 

Rank opened the Swansea Odeon 
in 1967 and for a decade it was the 
public's main cinema of choice. 
When it came to what was shown on screen the Odeon was the front-runner attracting 
major new releases such as the latest James Bond while the Castle was the runner-up, 
often showing these same releases a few months later when they were inevitably 
reissued. With an occasional second-tier new release to help them along both the Castle 
and the Albert Hall were the cinemas you went to if you couldn't get in to the Odeon but 
the Carlton was your choice if you couldn't afford to go anywhere else or didn't mind too 
much what was showing that week. 

Opened in 1914 the Carlton Cinema de Luxe was a striking building, even today where 
only the facade remains as a Grade 2 Listed status it's an impressive sight with its white 
Carraraware stone-work and large bay windows. Unfortunately by the middle 70's the 
inside was not so grand, the first floor circle had been closed for many years and the 
ground floor stalls were long past their best. Entry into the Carlton was tight, a small box 
office took your money, a concession stand and narrow side corridor leading into the 
main auditorium. Regular Carlton-goers will remember the ever-present smell of 
disinfectant in the main foyer that tended to linger once you were inside but if it helped 



Shell of the Swansea Carlton Cinema circa 1980. 
Image: Ken Roe (CCBY3.0). Edited by Author. 
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mask the musty smell of the seats then all the better. 

The Carlton did have the honour once of being named the cheapest cinema in Britain in 
an early 70's Daily Mirror article, 30p was all it took to watch two films, trailers and the 
usual adverts but of course for that you couldn't expect to see the latest releases. Like its 
non-Rank competitors the Carlton faced the problem of diminishing box office returns 
resulting in them showing less than first class releases - and at times struggling to come up 
with even second class ones. Whilst it catered for kids during the holidays the usual latter 
day Carlton fare was a double bill reissue of mainly exploitation and horror films. The 
Giant Spider Invasion crawled onto the screen there and sexy SciFi spoof Flesh Gordon 
seemed to come around quite regularly as did David Cronenberg favourites like Shivers 
and Rabid. For those who'd either been too young or missed them the first time they 
were very welcome but judging from the small number of people who actually paid to get 
in not that popular with the rest of Swansea. The absolute rock bottom was probably the 
double billing of Hannah Queen Of The Vampires and Dr. Jekyll Vs The Werewolf, two 
awful Spanish made horrors. I just about managed Hannah but walked out of Dr. Jekyll, 
the only time I've ever left a film I paid money to watch, it was truly that bad. 

And then suddenly and without warning on the 29th of October 1977 the Carlton shut 
its doors for good to be joined a few weeks later by the Albert Flail and Castle cinemas. 

The Castle reopened a few years later as the upgraded FILMCENTA and part of the old 
Carlton later became a record shop but eventually that closed as well, what was left of the 
auditorium demolished and the structure rebuilt as the still existing Waterstones 
bookshop. All that remains today is the original staircase to the upper balcony front and 
the magnificent facade, a reminder to all that at one time cinemas had real class and were 
more than just small rooms in some anonymous multiplex showing overhyped pap. 



The Carlton Cinema today\ cleaned up 
and home to a Waterstones bookshop. 
Image: Author 
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Island Of Lost Souls (1932) 



In 1934 Hollywood bowed to public and political pressure and introduced the 
Production Code Administration, better known as the Hays Office, to control the 
production and content of movies and putting strict limits on what filmmakers were 
allowed to show to the public. The Code came about as a growing number of films were 
pushing the boundaries of what could be shown on screen or alluded to and while not 
usually visually explicit these films contained themes, language and ideas that often 
went against the mores and morals of what was then certainly not openly talked about. 
Subtexts often painted a darker picture to what was being projected, sometimes a 
viewer had to look for them while at other times 
it was quite obvious what the intention was. To 
modern audiences it can be quite a shock to 
encounter issues such as sexual exploitation, 
incest and sadism in what are thought to be 
creaky old black and white films. 

1932's Island Of Lost Souls starring Charles 
Laughton as the suave, amoral and likely insane 
Dr. Moreau was not the first time an adaption of 
H.G. Wells' The Island Of Dr. Moreau had 
reached the screen but now as a talkie viewers 
could hear the painful screams coming from 
Moreau's laboratory rather than imagine them. 

Shipwreck survivor Edward Parker finds himself 
an unexpected guest at Dr. Moreau's island, a 
place full of misshapen natives afraid of and 
cowed by the whip-wielding doctor. While 
Moreau seems at first to be a polite host, even 
introducing Parker to naive native girl Lota the 
only female on the island, that all changes when 
Parker hears terrible sounds coming from a 
room, 'The House of Pain' as Lota calls it, and 
bursts in to find Moreau and his assistant 
performing live surgery on an awake and 
malformed man. Trying to flee the island Parker 
comes across a jungle village of strange men, all 
with disturbingly animalistic features led by a 
wolf-like Bela Lugosi and living in fear of Moreau 
who appears with his whip and makes them 
chant THE LAW, a set of rules including one not 
to spill blood. 

Moreau later explains to Parker that he wasn't 
experimenting on a man but rather an animal 
which thanks to his discoveries on how to 
accelerate evolution he has managed to evolve 
into a man-like being, as are all the "men" on the 
island, but hides the fact that Lota was once 
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herself an animal, a panther. Moreau wants to see how human Lota can become, how 
her emotions will emerge and whether she is capable of bearing human children. Parker 
falls in love with Lota but regrets it immediately, guilty that he has a fiancee, Ruth. Lota 
starts to revert back to an animal state as her fingers turn into claws, alerting Parker to 
the fact that she too is an animal. In a rage he attacks Moreau who believes his work is 
all in vain but Lota's human-like tears give him new hope. In the meantime Ruth having 
discovered her fiancee is alive makes her way to the island giving Moreau another 
opportunity to test out his theories, if a man won't mate with an animal-woman then 
perhaps a woman can mate with an animal-man. 

To say that there's an undercurrent of bestiality in this film would be stating the 
obvious so it's not hard to understand why it was immediately banned in the UK, only 

seeing a censored release in 1958. The whole 
film exudes a feeling of uneasiness as Moreau's 
experiments appear to be everywhere; hiding in 
bushes, up trees, peeking through windows or 
skulking in dark corners kept at bay only by the 
doctor's cracking whip and the rules of THE LAW. 
It's clear that it won't take much for this fragile 
balance to tip over at any time which of course it 
does to an inevitably grisly conclusion. 

When Parker discovers the truth about Lota 
you get the feeling that there's more to his anger 
than plain moral outrage, he did indeed fall for 
the charms of the panther woman and appears 
to be lashing out more because of his own 
failings and perceived betrayal of Ruth than over 
what Moreau has achieved. Both the viewer and 
Parker are left to wonder just how far things 
would have gone after he kissed Lota if her body 
hadn't started to regress. 

There is a short but disturbing scene when 
Parker confronts Moreau about Lota and the 
doctor replies "Then you came. Well, she was 
very much attracted to you. You can see, of 
course, the possibilities that presented 
themselves." Only Laughton is now looking 
straight into the camera and the viewer gets the 
uncomfortable feeling that he is talking directly 
to them. Perhaps he knows Parker wouldn't be 
the only one to feel tempted by the morality free 
Lota. The ending seems fitting when the doctor's 
experiments revolt and carry him struggling into 
The House of Pain, reaching for the scalpels they 
call little knives and using them on their creator 
as his agonized screams fill the air. You hope he 
dies because to think of him still alive after 
they've finished with him is far worse to 
contemplate. 
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I Woke Up Early The Day I Died (1998) 



In the last few months of his life, out of work and health failing, film director Edward 
D. Wood Jnr. and wife Kathy were evicted from their apartment. Given time to fill just 
one suitcase what was left of Wood's life, his papers and scrapbooks and an almost 
finished original biography of Bela Lugosi had to be left behind and were lost forever 
but Wood did manage to save his typewriter, an angora sweater and what he called his 
personal favourite screenplay I Awoke Early the Day I Died. He passed away a few days 
later his script the final legacy of a man unkindly labelled the worst director of all time. 

Twenty years after his death director Aris lliopulos and actor\producer Billy Zane 
persuaded Kathy Wood to let them take Ed's final script 
and film it pretty much as written but making things V 

difficult was a total lack of dialogue which meant only 
music, sound effects and background noises would 
tell the story. Filled out with Grade-B actors in an 
assortment of roles and Zane playing the main 
part of 'The Thief' I Woke Up Early... finally saw 
the light of day in all its manic splendour. 

Describing the film in detail would be an 
exercise in futility but the main thread is of a 
man who escapes from a sanitarium dressed 
as a nurse in high heels, robs and kills a loan 
officer, loses the money in a coffin in a 
cemetery then tracks down and kills the 
weird assortment of people he thinks 
have taken the money. It all sounds 
rather straightforward but that's just 
the parts you can understand, the rest 
is a mish-mash of stock footage, 
scenes that don't seem to mean 
anything, no sense of logic and bad 
acting. In short a typical Ed Wood picture. 

Which would be great if it wasn't trying too damn 
hard to be like that. In Wood's earlier Plan 9 From 
Outer Space gravestones in a cemetery wobble 
alarmingly because they're painted cardboard (so 
the legend goes.) It's not intentional, that's all he 
could afford for his studio-set cemetery. But with 
a budget greater than all his films put together I 
Woke Up Early... tries too much to look as 
disjointed and cheap as Wood's efforts 
inadvertently turned out to be. Here people 
overact not because they lack the skills to 
rein themselves in but because it's written 
that they should behave that way. Stock 
footage is included because that's what 


44 


Dead Lights 






Wood did when the truth was that he filled out his films with it when he didn't have 
the money to do things any other way. With Ed Wood long gone nothing could ever 
come close to the way he made his films his own which begs the question why make 
a bad film in tribute to someone when you could make a good one instead? 

So here's a little of what you can expect to see: bagpipes, crossdressing, shoe 
sniffing, skeletons, cults, strippers, prostitutes, circus freaks, coffins, car crashes, 
murders, muggings and more bagpipes. The opening credits look like they've been 
put together by the kid next door on his home computer but since they're scored to 
Darcy Clay's pounding Jesus I Was Evil they get a free pass. I Woke Up Early... is one 
of those movies film buffs are supposed to like because of what it represents not 
what is in it, it's not a bad film as such but it is one that tries too hard to look like a 
bad film and unfortunately at times succeeds. 


ED 


HOOD 


S 
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Sting Of Death (1965) 

Karen and several of her female college friends-from the glamorous look of them all 
students of the Miami College of Makeup, Hairdos and VaVaVoom - head into the Florida 
Everglades to visit Karen's father, Dr. Richardson. Karen goes gaga over Dr. Richardson's 
hunky colleague Dr. Hoyt though their assistant Egon, not the brightest bulb in the box 
has the hots for Karen as well. There's also horror lurking around as something in what 
looks like a wetsuit and frogman flippers reaches a knobbly rubber-gloved hand out of 
the water and drags an unsuspecting bikini babe to her doom. She's not the only victim 
as several fishermen have also gone missing, one turning up dead with marks made by 
what look like a giant jellyfish. Interesting as the Doctors just happen to be trying to 
breed Portuguese Men Of War jellyfish in their laboratory. 



Things take a turn for the worse when a boatload of students visit for a party and all 
frug is let loose. Everyone arm-swings and hip-shakes to the hit musical sensation Do The 
Jellyfish courtesy of 'Special Singing Guest Star Neil Sedaka' though Mr. Sedaka wisely 
choose not to make an appearance in person. The students laugh at Egon who runs off, 
but the laughter soon turns to screams as the nasty something reappears and stings one 
of the teens to death before waving its arms around and stinging a few more. Is it really a 
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giant walking mutant jellyfish 
with long poisonous strands or 
could it be someone in an ill- 
fitting wetsuit pretending to be 
one? It certainly looks like a 
wetsuit down to the rubber 
flippers and bare skin showing 
through the joins but we don't 
see the face or head, well not yet 
anyway. 

Jellyfish-man sabotages a boat 
carrying the students and their 
injured friends away and it 
rapidly sinks. Then what look like 
(and most probably were) small 
plastic bags with dangling strings doubling for jellyfish float VERY slowly towards the 
floundering teens as they try hard not to laugh while shouting "they're attacking" and 
pretending to be stung. In minutes they're all dead and in the smallest cave you ever saw 
complete with a large jellyfish in a tank, a flashing and fizzing electric gizmo and to no 
one's surprise we find out it's been Egon all along. 

There are a few more murders, Egon the jellyfish flops about the place in his flippers, 
the penny finally drops as to who the killer is and Karen gets abducted and taken 
underwater to Egon's secret mini cave lair. So it's been Egon all along in a dodgy wetsuit 
and flippers yes? No! Egon flips a switch, the large jellyfish in the tank starts to smoke 
and Egon begins to mutate - THAT WAS NO WETSUIT AND FLIPPERS EGON REALLY IS A 
BIG WALKING JELLYFISH! And what's more he's now got a big jellyfish head! Yes it really 
is just an opaque plastic bag that wobbles about and yes it looks totally ridiculous and 
yes you will laugh out loud when you see it. 

Dr. Hoyt locates the cave, he and JellyEgon circle around each other trying not to 
bump into the walls before the doc drops a flare into the tank containing the large 
jellyfish which somehow incapacitates Egon and makes his plastic bag head go all red 

and mushy while the electric 
doohicky starts to smoke. Egon 
gasps "the whole place is 
wired" allowing Dr. Hoyt and 
Karen to escape to the surface 
before it blows up, signified by 
a few escaping bubbles. 

Frankly a bath-bomb from 
Lush would have produced a 
better looking effect. "How can 
something like that ever 
happen" Karen sobs to her 
father at the end which is a 
question the viewer is likely to 
find themselves asking again 
and again after watching Sting 
Of Death. 
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Truth In Advertising? 
Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met (1970) 

What are we promised? 

A film so explicit that it needs a public 
warning! Adults Only! Shown complete and 
uncut! Actual happenings depicted! People 
so recognizable that their names had to be 
changed! Patrons alerted to the shocking 
nature of the film. SEX! 11 

What do we get? 

Robin Askwith's bum. Sleazy old men. Some 
topless action. Not much else. 

Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met is the American 
retitling of Pete Walker's Cool It Carol! hyped 
up so it sounds like the raunchiest film going, 
so explicit that paying punters need to be 
warned in advance. To be fair the original film 
does exactly what it sets out to and that is act 
as a cautionary tale i.e. be careful what you 
wish for you might just get it, but would 
Americans pay to see that? Teenagers Carol 
(Janet Lynn) and Joe (Robin Askwith) leave 
their quiet Shropshire village and head to 
London to make it big. Of course the streets 
aren't paved with gold and their failure to 
land proper jobs means that before long 
Carol is posing for topless photos and 
approaching men asking if they want sex for 
money. Carol is soon regularly "entertaining" 
men and makes a sordid little porn film with 
Joe before finally hitting the big time as an in- 
demand fashion model. She's still selling her 
body but her clients now include sheiks and a 
cabinet minister while Joe becomes her 
manager\pimp. Eventually bored of it all they 
leave the sordid glitz behind and head back to 
their village picking up their old jobs as if 
nothing had happened. 

It's hard to imagine what American viewers 
made of this morality story, the opening 
scene of meat being chopped up in a 
butcher's shop is not the best start to an 
erotic movie. Only a British film could have 
someone making tea while the sounds of sex 
come from an adjoining room or have an old 
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man in a bowler hat watching a blue movie 
being made before trying to join the action in 
a white vest and underpants. The air of sleaze 
that runs through the whole film can't have 
convinced many they were in for a good 
night's sexy viewing either. From the five 
older men sitting around nervously waiting 
their turn for Carol to service them to the 
greasy porno cameraman few of the males in 
the movie are that attractive, nor that young. 
And those that are turn out to be either gay 
or have an ulterior motive in appearing to be 
friendly. 

Of course the one thing a sex film should 
have is sex, and that turns out to be 
disappointing in its depiction as well. The 
hardcore Deep Throat was released the same 
year AIP released Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met in 
America so it appears they needed to 
convince American cinemagoers that this was 
just as hot. A few topless scenes and some 
unenthusiastic sex action featuring Robin 
Askwith's bare behind could never have 
competed with Miss Lovelace doing her thing 
hence the bunkum poster warnings. As a 
time capsule of Britain emerging from the 
Swinging Sixties Cool It Carol! works pretty 
well but as a too-hot-to-handle sex sizzler 
Dirtiest Girl I Ever Met should have ended up 
doing five to ten at Sing Sing for fraud. 
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Hunting Emma (2017) 


Emma La Roux teaches young kids at school, she's kind, caring and looking forward to 
going home to visit her father Jacques for the holidays. Bosman, Bazand Jay are violent 
drug smugglers. AJ and Boela are rich kids looking for kicks who tie up with Bosman, his 
crew and his weak cousin Piet. On a quiet South African road in the middle of nowhere 
Bosman forces Piet to shoot a policeman they abducted earlier after he pulled them M 
over while the gang were on a drug run, all witnessed by Emma who's car has broken 
down. Spotted by Bosman, Emma is caught and the men decide to have some fun 
before killing her as well but while that is happening the not-dead police officer escapes, 
forcing the gang to chase after and finish him off. Emma manages to get free and with no 
water heads off alone into the harsh dry land with six violent men tracking and hunting 
her. But Emma isn't as lost as she seems nor quite as helpless as she appears as Bosman 
and his men are soon to find out. ^ 



In women-as-vigilante films such as Ms. 45 and I Spit On Your Grave the shift from 
victim to avenger is usually quite abrupt, triggered by some terrible personal event that 
somehow manages to turn previously meek characters into full-on psycho killers. Emma 
La Roux however had everything she needs drilled into her from childhood courtesy of 
the teachings of her Special Forces father and perhaps because of that has chosen to live 
a peaceful and pacifist lifestyle instead. But Emma's survival instincts and the knowledge 
gained by her at an early age are there waiting to be used. You can almost see Emma 
shift into automatic when the resources needed are dredged up from her past as she 
becomes more confident and capable. And when she comes face to face with her 
hunters more dangerous. 

With Afrikaans rather than English being the spoken language in Hunting Emma - it is 
a South African film after all - it's unlikely to get released here in the UK unless it suffers 
from Mad Max-type dubbing which is a pity. There's nothing wrong with the film apart 
from a slow beginning but then it changes gear and becomes a taut and solid little 
actioner. Worth watching if you do come across it, preferably with subtitles. 
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The Monolith Monsters (1957) 



It comes from outer space, it's hundreds of feet tall, it's heading for town destroying 
everything in its path and mankind seems helpless to stop it. Is it Godzilla, Gamera or 
even Gappa TheTriphibian Monster? No it's a big pile of rocks and if they don't fall on 
you and squash you to death then they'll suck the living juices out of you leaving you 
harder than a week old bread roll. But that's not really being fair. The Monolith 
Monsters is an unusual take on 1950's Monster Movies with a decidedly different 
antagonist than radiation-enlarged bugs. 

A meteorite falls to earth, exploding on impact and littering the area with hundreds of 
black glassy fragments one of which is collected by a government geologist for later 
study. The next day he's dead, his entire body fused into one petrified whole and the 
office where he died wrecked and filled with more of those black rocks. Then a 

farmhouse is discovered destroyed, covered in a mass of larger fragments of the 
rocks with the occupants dead in a similar manner. The only survivor a 
young girl in a catatonic state with a rapidly stiffening arm who took 
one of the black rocks home earlier and placed it in water where it 
started to smoke and bubble. 

Right about the time the truth behind the rocks is discovered - 
they leech silicon out of everything they touch including 
human flesh - it starts to rain heavily. Which is bad news 
because the rocks also grow in size incredibly quickly 
when exposed to water. Out in the rain-lashed 
desert the fragments have now become 
immense towering black crystals that ( 
topple over under their own 
weight, breaking into pieces 
before starting the whole 
process again. With the 
rocks sucking water from 
the sodden ground and 
moving towards the 
small town of San 


Angelo it's a race against 
time to stop them before 
they destroy everything and 
engulf the entire country. 

Of course it all sounds 
ridiculous but The Monolith 
Monsters is just that 
different to keep you 
watching and wondering. 
The rocks can't be blown up 
because that will just spread 
them further afield. They 
aren't evil or bad, they have 
no master plan, they're 
nothing more than a 
chemical reaction. They are 
relentless though as they grow higher and higher before collapsing and moving ever 
forward. The special effects of the crystals growing and crashing down are handled very 
well helped along by loud rumbling and cracking sound effects whenever they're on 
screen but the same can't quite be said of the acting and dialogue. It's not only the 
petrified victims that come across as stiff and lifeless at times. 

This being a 1950's film of course the menace is defeated but the rushed ending does 
mean that there are a few loose ends left lying around that you're not supposed to think 
too much about. No doubt there's a critique somewhere that equates the unstoppable 
growth of the crystals with Communism or Fascism or some other 'ism' but sometimes a 
big black rock is just a big black rock after all. 
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It is said that the main business of a cinema is selling overpriced popcorn, sweets and 
fizzy drinks while graciously allowing the public to pay for something to look at while 
they pass the time consuming them. It certainly can be expensive to go to the pictures 
but wouldn't it be better if you left the cinema richer than when you went in, richer in 
the monetary rather than emotional sense that is? In the 1950s and 60s as TV drained 
cinema audiences away American film distributors fought back, if they couldn't appeal to 
customer loyalty then they'd try a baser instinct, giving away money. And it didn't matter 
if you were dead or alive to spend it! 

Film pressbooks came with many clever suggestions for increasing ticket sales but 
giving actual cash away wasn't usually one of them. In 1946 an Oregon cinema owner 
offered $100 to anyone who could sleep through a showing of film noir The Big Sleep. 
Although limited to 30 people and the stipulation to be asleep for the entire film he did 
indeed pay out.to someone who'd stayed up two nights beforehand. The first nation¬ 

wide scheme to reward the audience was William Castle's 1958 horror Macabre where 
anyone who died of fright while watching it would 
receive $1000 thanks to an 'insurance policy' 
signed on entry. There were conditions; no 
suicides, no pre-existing heart conditions and 
death had to be of fright rather than choking on 
your popcorn. No one ever claimed on the policy 
of course but the incredible success of the stunt in 
selling tickets didn't go unnoticed by others. 

The same year that Macabre was trying to scare 
people to death The Screaming Skull offered to cover the burial costs of anyone who 
died of fright during a screening while The Lost Missile obviously on a budget could only 
manage a free ride home in a limousine. Fortunately that didn't mean a dead body being 
dropped off at the front door but rather anyone contracting SFIOCK-APFIASIA, 

"a temporary loss of consciousness and speech." 
Posters for The Fly offered $100 "if you can prove it 
can't happen" (the transposition of man and fly 
that is) but were hastily changed to "the first 
person who can prove it can't happen" when letters 
started pouring in doing just that and claiming the 
money. UK viewers were given the same deal but 
with a much healthier £100 payout instead. 

IT! The Terror From Beyond Space offered 
$50,000 to anyone who could prove the title monster wasn't actually on Mars (offer 
expired Jan 1st 1960 sorry) although the same argument could be used by doubters e.g. 
"I'll offer you $50,000 if you CAN prove the monster is on Mars." 50K was a pittance 
though compared to the one million dollars offered to anyone who could do the same as 
1959's 4D Man which meant being able to pass your body through solid matter. Why 
anyone with that ability would settle for a mere million when the entire gold of Fort 
Knox or membership of the X-Men beckoned was never fully addressed. 
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Death was still the big money-maker though. In the UK where life was obviously 
valued more highly £10,000 was to be paid out if you keeled over during The Pit And 
The Pendulum. In the US your family only got a measly $1000 if the same happened to 
you while watching Night Of Bloody Horror though a year later that was upped to $2000 
when the film was double-billed with Women And Bloody \M/M AlfllfDf 
Terror. Free paid confinement in an asylum for the rest of your tfwngg[\ll fj 

life if you went insane after watching the triple-billed Orgy Of 
The Living Dead while not a cash deal would surely have saved — 
on the medical bills. If this all got too much then how about a 
nice holiday? A £500 luxury cruise for two to New York could 

be won if you attended 1962's 
Carry On Cruising but seeing 
how tight the Carry On 
producers were with money 
(the cast were promised an 
exotic cruise around the Med 
but ended up at Pinewood 
Studios instead) then you do 
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right but it was Alesia's name that was picked out in a draw of terror, you will swerve i 

earning her a million dollars and a limousine tour of psychiatric care ur he placed, at 

Hollywood. The film itself was a dud losing eleven and a half expense, in an asylum for the i 

million dollars despite the prize publicity but Miss Jones of votir life! We urge you to t 

doesn't have to worry. She has enough money to keep her in advantage of this protection! ' 
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Thu It John Austin Frazier, It has 
been reported that he now raridas 
at a Mental Hospital, the result of 
attending a showing of Qur triple 
‘lorrrtr program, OHGY OF THE 
LIVING DEAD! Be causa of this 
tragic event, we, the producers, 
have secured an insurance policy 
insuring the sanity of each and 
every patron. If you lose your mind 
as a result of viewing this explosion 
of terror, you will receive free 
psychiatric care nr be placed, at our 
expense, in an asylum for the rest 
of your life! We urge you to take 
advantage of this protection! The 
insurance rs free ■ anyone entering 
the theatre without it does so at his 
own risk. Remember 
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Raw Force (1982) 


Cannibalistic Buddhist monks live on forbidden Warrior Island in the South China Seas 
and secretly mine jade which they exchange for kidnapped Filipino prostitutes that they 
barbecue and eat, supplied to them by a short German accented Adolf Hitler lookalike 
called Speer and his motley gang. Warrior Island is also where disgraced martial artists 
go to be buried but end up being turned into reanimated zombies by the monks. The 
Burbank Kung Fu Club decide to visit the island on a rusty old ship captained by Cameron 
Mitchell and his Bruce Lee looking and Kung Fu kicking first mate\cook Go Chin but 
villain Speer and his gang board it, kill a bunch of passengers and set it on fire. The 
survivors find themselves washed up on Warrior Island where they battle Speer and his 
rocket launcher, his M16 wielding goons, flesh-eating monks, the Kung Fu undead, 
zombie ninjas and hungry piranha fish. 

You might want to read that again to get some idea of the lunacy of this film, all of it 
played dead straight with not a hint of irony to be seen. It's hard to take your eyes off the 
screen as more madness unfolds, from the opening scene where naked cuties are 
pushed into a bamboo cage complaining with all the emotion you'd see queueing for a 
bag of chips to the fight scene where one of the zombies is first shot at with a bazooka 
then beaten over the head with it. It really is one of those movies you have to see to 
believe, shot on location in the Philippines with plenty of T&A and the odd burst of 
bloody violence to make sure you should keep it away from the kids. 

The acting is not the greatest, the fight choreography sometimes misses the mark and 
the zombie undead look a lot like Filipino stuntmen in rags and grey makeup but what it 
definitely isn't is boring. Simple logic gets thrown out the window; how come the ship 
supposedly sinks miles from anywhere when we can plainly see the lights of a big city in 
the distance? Why do the monks do nothing but smile, cackle and clap their hands all 
the time? Why do the zombies walk in slow motion yet scream, jump, kick, and chuck 
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ninja throwing stars at full speed? And can you really attract the attention of a passing 
plane by shooting a gun at it? What happens if you hit it? 

This is a film you really need to watch with mates, preferably with plenty of alcohol to 
help things along and to be prepared to laugh out loud a lot. It's not meant to be a 
comedy which just makes the ridiculous goings-on all the funnier. My favourites include 
the old 'stick a sword under the armpit so it looks like you've been run through' routine, 
the decapitated zombie wandering around doing nothing in the middle of the action, 
nunchucks versus undead, an extremely bored looking zombie extra who looks like he'd 
rather be anywhere else, Speer's dodgy German accent and henchmen who sport a 
varied array of headgear including a football helmet, construction hard hat, balaclava 
and a WW2 German military helmet complete with swastika. All that's missing is a 
Native American headdress and they could burst into a chorus of YMCA! 

The film ends with a TO BE CONTINUED but alas there was never a sequel to this 
madness, you'll just have to be content with the broad wink and big smile one of the cast 
gives to the camera at the end as your brain tries to make sense of it all. 
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Truth In Advertising? 

The Giant Claw (1957) 

What are we promised? 

A17 million year old prehistoric bird the size 
of a Battleship that can fly at four times the 
speed of sound is surrounded by a shield of 
anti-matter making it impervious to every¬ 
thing including atomic weapons. Hundreds 
of people eaten! Planes crushed! Entire 
buildings carried away! Thousands killed! 
Cities destroyed! Amazing Technical effects! 

What do we get? 

It's not prehistoric. It's not seventeen million 
years old. It floats around slowly. Some toy 
planes get broken. Models of two buildings 
get smashed up. No building is carried away. 
No cities are destroyed. Some scenes of 
destruction are 'borrowed' from another 
film. And it's a puppet! 

Let's get the elephant in the room out of 
the way first, or rather the turkey in the sky. 
The Giant Claw is legendary for how bad its 
title creature truly is, a bizarre long-necked 
barely moving, hardly flapping creature that 
looks like it was glued together by a ten year 
old without parental help. With its goofy 
eyes, rubbery face and straggly hair the only 
fear it elicits is that you'll do yourself a 
mischief by laughing too hard every time 
you see it. Turned down by stop motion 
animator Ray Harryhausen Producer Sam 
Katzman did a deal with a Mexican special 
effects studio to supply the Big Bird and 
other special effects on the cheap and 
ended up with the equivalent of an old 
Pelham Puppet, toy cars and trains and 
model planes on visible strings. 

With stars Jeff Morrow, Mara Corday and 
the rest of the cast being told how amazing 
the special effects were going to be they 
were reportedly pretty shocked on seeing 
the finished result. With no cast or crew 
screening Morrow had to pay to see the 
movie then slunk out of the cinema when 



the laughter and jeers got too much while 
Corday was certain that her career was over. 
Widespread belief that if the special effects 
had been better then everything would have 
turned out well doesn't hold up when you 
consider this was a Sam Katzman movie - a 
man notorious for his low budgets - and the 
script wasn't exactly Shakespeare to begin 
with. If later scenes of buildings exploding 
and collapsing look much better than the 
rest of the movie that's because they were 
created by Ray Harryhausen for the superior 
Earth Vs The Flying Saucers and used 
without credit. Even the sound effect of the 
isotope weapon at the end is taken from 
Harryhausen'sfilm! 

Most of the ad lines for The Giant Claw 
come from the pressbook which appears to 
have been written by someone watching a 
totally different film. The bird is not 
prehistoric despite what the posters say, a 
scientist even explains how it comes from 
another galaxy millions of light years away. 
Also for a creature that can fly at four times 
the speed of sound it has a hard time 
keeping up with propeller driven planes. All 
the posters for the film present a sleek 
image of the bird - more powerful eagle 
than stuffed chicken - but omit shots of the 
head for pretty obvious reasons. The last 
shot of the film is of one of the bird's 
taloned feet sinking slowly into the ocean 
and looking for all the world like it's giving us 
the finger. For anyone suckered into handing 
over their cash based on the posters and 
publicity this about sums things up perfectly. 
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The Black Scorpion (1957) 


There's a whole lotta shakin' going on 
South of the border, an earthquake in 
Mexico has resulted in the creation of a 
new volcano and the destruction of 
several small villages including San 
Lorenzo. On their way to investigate 
government geologists Hank 
Scott (Richard Denning) and 
Arturo Ramos (Carlos Riva) come 
across a destroyed police car, a 
dead police officer and an orphaned 
baby. Arriving in San Lorenzo priest 
Father Delgado tells the two about the 
deaths and disappearances of other people and cattle since the earthquake with the 
superstitious villagers blaming everything on a legendary demon bull. 

Since the film isn't called The Black Bull it should come as no surprise to learn the 
culprits are actually giant prehistoric scorpions, set loose from deep underground by the 
earthquake and now feeling rather peckish. They make short work of a couple of 
telephone repairmen and head to San Lorenzo for seconds resulting in the familiar 
1950's monster movie cry of "bullets can't stop them!" 

The scorpions are impressive, brought to life via stop-motion animation 
thanks to special effects supervisor Willis O'Brien who created and 
animated the original King Kong. Scuttling across the countryside, 
derailing a train, picking up screaming people in their claws and going into 
a blood frenzy they truly look like creatures born of hell. Less effective is 
the continual cutaway to a full-sized scorpion head that bares its teeth 
and drips slime which stops the action dead each time it appears. Semi¬ 
transparent black shadows of scorpions also appear a few times, it's as 
if they ran out of money to composite the animation models properly 
into scenes leaving just the special effects mattes. Very Strange. 

The highlight of the film is when Hank and Arturo descend into the 
depths of the scorpion's lair and watch as the critters fight 
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killed and bloodily chopped up by one of the 
scorpions before the big daddy of all scorpions 
comes along and kills it as well. The model used 
for the worm as well as a six-legged spider 
> V% the geologists encounter are allegedly 
the same ones used for the legendary 
lost spider-pit sequence in 1933's 



King Kong giving us a chance to at last get a feel 
for this missing sequence but sadly for film buffs 
there is evidence to suggest that this may not 
indeed be the case . 

Things end noisily when the last and largest 
remaining scorpion battles Army tanks and 
helicopters in an empty stadium in Mexico City 
before finally being killed with an electrified 
harpoon. It's an exciting finale that could have 




the Black 
scorpion 


NOTE: The management reserves the 
right to put up the lights any time the audi¬ 
ence becomes too emotionally disturbed! 


done without those constant cutaways to the full 
sized head and alert viewers will notice the use of 
some repeated scorpion footage both here and in 
the run up to the ending. Mexico also seems to be 
short on voice talent as the same person can be 
heard as a police dispatcher, radio broadcaster and 
public announcer. He even does the voice-over at 
the start of the film! 

The Black Scorpion is rather low on plot but 
plentiful shots of the scorpions more than make 
up for that. Though not as smooth as the later Ray 
Harryhausen animated scorpions in Clash Of The 
Titans their quick and jerky movements here give 
them a nightmarish unstoppable feel. They're fast, 
mean and vicious and that's no bull! 
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The Fall Of The House Of Usher (1949) 

Roger Corman's 1960 House Of Usher is the film most people remember when asked 
to name an adaption of one of Edgar Allan Poe's works but his short story had been 
filmed with varying degrees of success before that. One of them was this 1949 British 
production that some critics today rate quite highly - you can only wonder if they've 
actually seen it! Set in England and filmed on location in Hastings this version drops the 
decaying building as a metaphor for Roderick Usher's diseased mind and replaces it 
with...well...nothing really. It's a low budget cheapie from G.I.B. Films that somehow 
managed to get awarded a 'H' for Horror certificate though after watching it you'll 
probably think the 'H' should stand for Hammy instead. 

There's acting, there's bad acting and then there's the acting in this film. Opening with 
a scene set in a contemporary gentleman's club the flat monotone delivery of the lines 
from a bunch of elderly Am-Dram actors sets the bar low to begin with. It's not helped 
that the editing is a little out as well, cutting to a character slightly before they start 
talking introduces a tiny pause before the dialogue which totally destroys the feeling that 
these people are actually speaking to one another for real. With the plot device of a club 
member reading Poe's story out loud the scene is set, we jump back a few years and the 
horror continues. 

There appears to be only one kind of weather in this film because if it's day or night, 
sunny or raining, all you can hear on the soundtrack is a constant whistling wind. It would 
help if the foliage actually moved to show that it was indeed blowing a gale but British 
trees and bushes are made of sterner stuff and steadfastly refuse to budge an inch. 
Indoors is worse, filmed in an actual old house with terrible acoustics the dialogue often 
sounds like it was recorded in a tin bucket as it echoes and rattles along. Speaking of the 
house when first seen it actually looks quite a pleasant place, not really "the mansion of 
gloom" that Poe writes about but then that's Hastings for you. 

If you thought the delivery of lines was bad at the beginning it gets worse. Roderick 
Usher (Kaye Tendeter) emotes every sentence as if his very life depended on it which may 
be appropriate if you're talking about your dead sister rising from a premature grave but 
not when you're offering a chapa drink, while Usher's friend Jonathan (Irving Steen) 
Slowly. Annunciates. Every. Single. Word. The English are often accused of being overly 
courteous but here the actors politely waiting for each other to finish before saying their 
next line does make you want to beat them around the head with a Hurry Up stick! 

The Usher's deranged Mum that the kids know nothing about(!) happens to live in a 
large building barely a short stroll away from the house where she keeps the severed 
head of her lover on display. Roderick gets stabbed by her at one point and genuinely his 
dialogue when that happens is "Oooh! Ahhh! Oooh/"After that there's not much left but 
for Roderick to go totally round the bend, be frightened by the image of his maybe-dead 
sister and loopy Mum and fall off the roof to his death. Lightning strikes the house, we 
cut to a cardboard model that's been doused in petrol mixed in with stock footage of The 
Blitz and the whole thing ends in fiery collapse with only Jonathan living to tell the tale. 

The horror isn't over yet as we return to the club for the closing scene. The local 
theatre players read out their lines again with the same stilted tones, their immobile 
bodies matching the lack of emotion in their words. Poe once wrote "Is all that we see or 
seem but a dream within a dream?" and after watching this you might think what you've 
just seen was nothing more than a nightmare brought about by eating too much cheese. 
But you'd be wrong! 
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Let's Kill Uncle (1966) 


Uncle Kevin is great, during World War 2 he was a decorated Commando who also 
worked for British Intelligence. He's funny, charming, heroic and true to his word. So 
when he tells Barnaby, his 15 year old orphan nephew, that he's going to kill him 
because he'd rather like the five million dollars the boy has just inherited for himself it's 
for real. Alone on a small island with dismissive adults the only person who believes he's 
not making it all up is Chrissie, a young girl the same age as Barnaby. When Uncle Kevin 
hypnotises Barnaby into walking off a cliff and is saved at the last moment by Chrissie's 
Aunt Barnaby knows the only way to stop Uncle Kevin is to kill him first. And so begins a 
battle of wits between children and Uncle. 

British actor Nigel Green stars as Uncle Kevin who with his stories of daring heroics and 
military combat is the ideal relative you'd love to have, provided he wasn't trying to kill 

you! Uncle Kevin has 
strict rules though 
which he happily 
passes on to Barnaby 
- his death has to 
appear accidental, the 
house where they all 
live is neutral territory 
and since Chrissie is 
now part of things 
she's fair game too. 
Poisoned toadstools, 
tarantula spiders, 
sharks in swimming 
pools and "accidental" 
fires all play a partin 
the back and forth 

between the children and Uncle Kevin and apart from the apparent real death of a 
supporting character the whole thing comes across as a jollier and less violent version of 
the Home Alone films. 

Green is excellent, playing a military expert who has logically worked out the easiest 
way to five million dollars is by committing murder and intends to be scrupulously fair to 
the victim while doing so. The rest of the cast is OK, Pat Cardi as Barnaby just about 
carries it off but Mary Badham as Chrissie is a bit too shouty. In a 'blink and you'll miss it' 
cameo is director William Castle playing Barnaby's father in a car crash that opens the 
movie. The film could be tightened up a bit, it's thirty minutes before we meet Uncle 
Kevin and a few more failed attempts by each side would have been welcome. 

Pat Cardi is on record saying a number of different endings were filmed and if that's 
the case the one Castle went for is pretty weak, as if he were trying to come up with 
something bland that would offend nobody. That said it's a pleasant enough way to 
spend the time helped along considerably by Green's charming presence though it does 
leave an important question unanswered. How did such a big shark end up in such a 
small swimming pool? 
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Night Of The Lepus 
(1972) 

Rancher Rory Calhoun is in a 
heap of trouble down Arizona 
way, he's lost his best horse to 
a Lepus and the dang things 
are spreading like wildfire over 
his land. Poison is out in case 
the cattle get to it first so he 
turns to researchers Roy and 
Gerry Bennet (Stuart 
Whitman and Janet Leigh) and 
their idea to use hormones to 
alter the breeding habits and 
cause birth defects in Lepus. 
One of the critters undergoing 
treatment escapes and in a 
way that's never adequately 
explained mutates, grows in 
size and increases in number 
until there are dozens of the 


NIGHTS LEPUS 


MGM PRESENTS "NIGHT OE THE LEPUS STARRING STUART WHITMAN JANET LEIGH RORY CALHOUN 
SCREENPLAY BY DON HOLLIDAY AND GENE R. KEARNEY-BASED UPON THE NOVEL THE YEAR Of THE ANGRY RABBIT" 
BY RUSSELL BRADDON PRODUCED BY A.C.LYLES ■ DIRECTED BY WILLIAM E CLAXTON METR0C0L0R «*•© 


monsters. Then the carnage 
begins. 

If you're wondering exactly 
what a Lepus is then take a 
look at the poster for a clue, 
it's big, mean and vicious with 
sharp teeth and claws and it's 
not long before there's a 
whole mess of them roaming around and chewing on the locals. "What did they use on 
him, an axe?" says the Sheriff when he sees one of the bloody mutilated bodies. Luckily 
thanks to the Bennet's young daughter stumbling across the Lepus in an old mine 
everyone soon knows what 
they're dealing with. They're your 
worst nightmare, dredged from 
the depths of hell, evil beyond 

belief. That's right.they're 

rabbits. 

Bunny rabbits. Big fluffy bunny 
rabbits. Big fluffy bunny rabbits 
that kill people. We're told they're 
the size of wolves but they look a 
lot bigger thanks to the special 
effects of putting normal sized 
rabbits in miniature settings and 


How many eyes 
does horror have? 
How many limes 
will terror strike? 

They were born that tragic moment 
when Science made its great mistake 
... now from behind the shroud of night 
they come, a scuttling, shambling horde, 
of creatures destroying all in their path. 
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filming them in slow motion. They're 
not even wild rabbits just ordinary 
ones, the kind you get from a pet 
shop, filmed in tight close-up with 
tomato ketchup smeared over their 
fur in lieu of blood, it's hard not to 
laugh especially when they bare their 
big front teeth Bugs Bunny style. 
Worse is when the rabbits are seen in 
hand-to-paw combat with humans, 
then they're played by actors in bunny costumes - the furry not the Playboy type that is. 
Meanwhile a plan is devised to dynamite the mine where the rabbits are hiding out and 
bury them alive, everyone forgetting 
that rabbits live underground and are 
pretty good at digging tunnels. Doh! 

Of course the rabbits get out and in 
true Zulu fashion there are now 
reportedly thousands of the bobtailed 
behemoths, though we never actually 
do see that many on screen. They 
attack Calhoun's ranch before moving 
on to a nearby town where they kill 
everyone and hole up in the General Store. We're told everyone is dead but again as we 
only ever see two bodies either they are fibbing or that's one small community. Leaving 

the town they head for the bright 
lights of the city hippety-hopping 
across the countryside in slow motion 
with only a few National Guard in their 
way. Unless someone can come up 
with a cunning plan to stop them the 
city is doomed! 

It's obvious that the filmmakers 
were on a hiding to nothing having 
bunnies as the villains of the piece, a 
fact they did all in their power to conceal by using the mysteriously sounding Latin word 
Lepus instead, posters that are vague at best and a misleading trailer that goes on about 
mutants and not once mentions the 
word rabbit. If seeing killer bunny 
rabbits in action doesn't do it for you 
then the dialogue will with one line in 
particular legendary amongst bad film 
fans. A State Trooper with a loudhailer 
barks out a warning "Attention! Ladies 
and gentlemen attention! There is a 
herd of killer rabbits headed this 
way..." Now if that doesn't give you 
paws for thought then nothing will. 






Dead Lights 


63 





NOVEMBER 



Everybody knows who won the VHS\Betamax war but were you aware it was actually 
a three-horse race and Video 2000 was the nag that got pulled up before the finish? 
Launched in 1979 by Philips the Video 2000 format had a cassette similar in size to VHS 
along with equivalent record and playback features but it never really took off especially 
with regard to video rentals and was soon discontinued. The video road since then has 
been strewn with a number of failures, care to go for a stroll? 

The Video Compact Disc (VCD) introduced in the early 1980s was a good idea but 
failed to take hold in Western markets. Despite a lower resolution than VHS and with 
films having to be spread over two discs due to limited storage capacity they were a big 
success in Asian countries where the thin tape of video cassettes suffered badly due to 
high humidity levels. Brave viewers could pick up pirated Hong Kong VCDs from certain 
Chinese establishments in Swansea but as they tended to come in nondescript boxes 
with Mandarin or Cantonese titles it was all a bit hit and miss as to what you ended up 
watching! 

Laserdiscs were aimed mainly at the serious video collector and while more successful 
in the UK than VCDs their high cost and sparse availability made the format a bit of a 
non-runner. About the same size as a 12 inch LP and four times as thick as a CD with 
limited capacity the drawbacks far out-weighed the increase in quality they had over 
VHS. Spinning something that large up to speed in a player could be quite noisy and 
having to eject a disc and flip it over or insert a new one every thirty or sixty minutes 
made watching a long film hard work. 

If Laserdiscs were similar in size to an LP then RCA's SelectaVision format pretty much 
was an LP, a large pressed plastic disc that utilised physical grooves and a stylus to 
reproduce both audio and video. The disc was about as reliable as it sounds and came in 
a protective caddy because even a small amount of dust could cause the stylus to skip. 
RCA launched SelectaVision in 1981 but barely three years later discontinued it, the 
need to replace styli and the wearing out of discs through repeated playback turning off 
customers. In the UK remaining players were bundled with a selection of twenty films 
and sold off cheaply, lucky(!) Swansea shoppers could buy the package from Dixons. 

Meanwhile in America.....When DVDs took off and the rental market started to expand 
several large companies decided they wanted a piece of the action. To save on costs they 
sought to bypass bricks and mortar video rental stores and came up instead with some 
unique ways to supply their discs. 

DIVX (Digital Video Express) were special cheap DVD-like discs you bought outright 
that could only be played on compatible DIVX DVD players for a limited time period. 
Created and marketed by Circuit City - a chain of US retail outlets similar to Currys - the 
discs needed to be unlocked via a connected telephone line before you could view them 
and then became unwatchable 48 hours later. You could throw the disc away after that 
or if you wanted to view the contents again your account would be charged and you 
could do so for another 48 hours. The backlash against the locked-in format by 
customers coupled with poor sales and limited take-up put an end to the system after 
only three years. 
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The idea of self-destructing discs became a reality when Flexplay developed time- 
limited DVDs in 2004. The discs were manufactured with a special clear dye added to the 
resin used to bond the layers of a DVD together that reacted to oxygen in the air by 
slowly turning black over a period of 48 hours making the contents unreadable. Vacuum 
sealed discs meant the process only began when a customer opened the packet. Disney 
developed a similar process dubbed EZ-D as did a company called SpectraDisc whose 
colourful discs turned from red to blue. The whole concept was dropped in 2008 after 
attempts to market them proved a total failure. 

A final mention goes to Clearplay, a Utah based Christian company that in 2000 
started renting and selling versions of commercial DVDs and video tapes they had edited 
themselves to remove what they considered objectionable material such as profanity, 
blasphemy, sex and violence. When the Directors Guild of America threatened to sue 
Clearplay fought back but in 2006 a judge ruled they had violated copyright laws and 
ordered them to cease and return all edited material to the movie studios. God may be 
all powerful but apparently in the US it's Hollywood that calls the shots. 





Get set to be right out 

^ of your chair 



MISS NYMPHETS 


notice: 


If this motion picture had been produced in Sweden, 
it probably wouid still be tied up in court. 

(It wasn't — so come and see it while you can!) 


STARRING 19 OF HOLLYWOOD'S MOST GORGEOUS STARLETS 
- 14 GORGEOUS COSTUMES - 


You'll Laugh Your Pants Off: 
That's The Way We Filmed It! 


released by MAYFLOWER PICTURES, INC. 

X'. Persons under 18 not admitted (Oh, Nuts!) 
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Miss Nymphet's Zap-In (1970) 




If the name Herschell Gordon Lewis is familiar the 
probably because it's usually followed by his unoffici 
title, 'The Godfather Of Gore.' Director of what 
became known as The Blood Trilogy - Blood Feast, 

Two Thousand Maniacs! and Color Me Blood Red - 
Lewis made graphically gory films at a time when 
barely a drop of the red stuff was to be seen on 
screen. The blood doesn't drip in an H.G. Lewis 
production it spurts and gushes, usually 
accompanied by real animal body parts doubling 
for human brains, bowels, tongues and whatever 
other viscera was needed. While the effects were 
certainly bloody the production values however 
were cheap, the acting usually second rate, the 
camera work static and Lewis's directing style was 
more about getting it in the can quickly than 
getting it right. 

Lewis dabbled in the odd explicit gore film up until his last production The Gore-Gore 
Girls in 1972 but also distributed and directed a number of other exploitationers such as 
hillbilly hick This Stuf'll Kill Yal, nudie roughie Scum Of The Earth and biker chicks in She- 
Devils On Wheels. What Lewis lacked in technical skills he made up for by knowing 
when to cash in on a fad so when American TV show Rowan And Martin's Laugh-In 
launched in 1968 and became a hit Lewis went to work. Laugh-In was a fast-moving 
hipper version of old vaudeville\burlesque blackout comedy routines where the lights 
literally would 'blackout' at the end of a joke to make way for the next act. Miss 
Nymphet's Zap-In replaced television friendly material with coarse jokes, innuendoes 
and added soft-core sex to the mix. Perhaps the nearest equivalent would be The Benny 
Hill Show which Zap-In comes across as being a raunchier second cousin to, they 
certainly share the same material at times! 

While it's not fair to judge fifty 
year old humour by today's 
standards the jokes and skits 
presented in the film were 
never that funny to begin 
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with. Written and 
directed by Sheldon 
Seymour (aka H.G. 
Lewis himself) and 
filmed on some of the 
cheapest sets ever 
seen a small cast of 
usually topless women 
and assorted male 
stereotypes hammer 
out as many double 
entendres, one-liners 
and sexual puns as 
they can in the 
meagre 67 minute 
running time. A man 
stands against a wall 

while a woman comes up to him and without saying a word takes off all her clothes. The 
man writes something down, says "I can't give you an order right now but thanks for 
showing me your line" and walks off. It's the first sketch in the movie and things really 
don't get any better (or funnier) than that - but the sketches aren't the worst part of it, 
oh no. 


Replacing the traditional blackouts are shots of two SERIOUSLY bored topless go-go 
dancers gyrating in front of badly constructed scenery (you can see a piece of wood 
jammed into the backdrop to keep it level) while such rib-tickling text as "I got picked up 
by the fuzz yesterday., .and boy did that hurt!" appears on the screen. You really better 
like these girls because you'll be seeing them fifteen more times with fifteen equally bad 
jokes. You'll also get to watch the cast walking in a circle, pulling stupid poses and 
shouting "ZAAAPPP" a lot. And it is a lot, they do this a bum-numbingly twenty one 
times. The same small snatch of music appears every minute or so along with a 
repetitive selection of "BOING" type sound effects to punctuate the end of jokes. Never 
has the Fast Forward button on a DVD remote control been more welcome. 



If this was anything other than an H.G. Lewis film it's likely it would have sunk into total 
obscurity, it was in fact considered to be lost for many years along with several other of 
his titles. Whether this one with it's depiction of limp wristed homosexuals, eager female 
victims, manly rampant studs, dumb 
horny blondes, cuckolded sweaty 
husbands, grateful women and bad, bad 
acting (I'm looking at you Miss 
Nymphet\Bambi Allen) should have 
resurfaced is debatable. But it's good to 
know that success beckoned for at least 
some of the cast. Take a bow Miss Wendy 
Winders who played one of those bored 
go-go dancers and would later make the 
role of 'Fellatio Girl' in the 1972 soft sex 
film Hollywood Babylon all her own. You 
deserve it. 


THE 
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Bees Make Honey (2017) 


Bees Make Honey falls firmly into the 
love it or hate it category, more than that 
it's the kind of film you either turn off 
after ten minutes or keep watching 
through to the end credits. Agatha 
Christie meets Baz Luhrmann at a country 
house Halloween costume party in 1934 
that widow Honey (Alice Eve) throws in 
order to discover who murdered her 
husband exactly a year ago. Honey 
arranges for Police Inspector Shoerope 
(Wilf Scolding) to pose as a guest so he 
can sniff out the culprit, but who exactly 
is telling the truth and why has Honey 
dressed the Inspector in the exact same 
cowboy costume her husband was 
murdered in? 




Anyone expecting a genteel whodunnit 
is in for a shock as the film plays more like 
Pulp Fiction than The Mousetrap with its 
non-linear scenes, fast-paced editing, skewed angles, freeze frames, sped up action and 
fusion of music - one minute it's Cab Calloway the next Siouxsie and the Banshees. The 
dialogue is deliberately florid and intricate at times though that doesn't stop Honey 
regularly coming out with four letter words nor Shoerope's Commissioner boss played 
by Trevor Eve (real life father to Alice) who has the dirtiest and funniest line of the film. 
TV fans will spot the Eve connection in the Inspector's name and with the film being 
written, produced and directed by Jack Eve - Trevor Eve's son - it's a real family affair. 

Champagne flows, drugs get snorted, deaths are plotted and bobbing for apples has 
never been depicted so erotically. Everything is pretty much revealed two thirds of the 
way through and from then on the film leaves the hedonism and partying behind and 
becomes more traditional. Only slightly though as there's a manic Benny Hill inspired 
speeded up cocaine scene set to Joy Room's Late At Night before justice prevails and The 
Clash belt out / Fought The Law to wind things up. There's good though a little one¬ 
dimensional support from the rest of the cast with Hermione Corfield's Tatiana coming 
across as a much livelier character than Alice Eve's Honey, but then she's not meant to 
be a grieving widow. And bees do have a key part to play in it as well. 

It's certainly rough around the edges and it does try to be a little too clever at times 

but you get the feeling while 
watching that everyone had 
fun making it. If you accept it as 
a fairground ride that does 
nothing more than dazzle and 
spin you about for ninety 
minutes you won't go far 


wrong. 


i 
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Fiend Without A Face 
(1958) 


It's pretty much guaranteed if you 
remember this movie it's because of the 
jaw-drop ending as for most of the 75 minute 
running time this black and white horror tale 
plods along with just an odd scare here and 
there. Once a staple of late-night TV Fiend 
Without A Face will probably be forever 
known as "the one with the flying brains" 
which sounds like a trivialisation but is 
actually spot on, you can genuinely 
watch just the last ten minutes and come 
away feeling you've had your money's worth. 

At an Air Force radar base somewhere in rural Canada atomic power is being used to 
increase the scanning range of the equipment much to the fear of the farming locals. 
Suspicions are heightened when several citizens turn up dead and are found to be 
missing their brains and entire spinal cords, two small puncture holes at the base of the 
skull being the only clue. Major Cummings (Marshall Thompson at his stiffest) from the 
base investigates as the deaths continue, narrowing his focus to Professor Walgate, a 
retired British scientist who lives nearby and his experiments in thought projection. 

Under questioning Walgate breaks down faster than a Jeremy Kyle guest and in 
lengthy flashback explains how he's been diverting atomic radar power into a machine 
that helps him materialise thought. He's succeeded in creating an invisible mental 
creature that has since escaped and is now going around killing and replicating itself in 
physical form by inhabiting the sucked out brains and spinal cords of its victims, 
rendering them somehow invisible as well. The creatures proceed to kill everyone at the 
base power station, increase the reactor output to maximum and just as the viewer is 
expecting another cheapo unseen monster cop-out the transparent terrors start to 
become visible. 


NEW HORRORS! mad science 

SPAWNS EVIL FIENDS! 
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The Professor, Cummings and a small 
group of locals and military personnel 
find themselves under siege at the 
Professor's house as the monsters make 
an entrance, and what an entrance! 
Accompanied by unnerving thumping, 
squelching, crunching sound effects they 
appear; large glossy brains attached to 
flexible spinal cords, twitching eye stalks 
and waving tendrils brought to life 
through the magic of stop-motion 
animation. Using their spinal "tails" they 
inch themselves along before rearing up 
and launching themselves through the air 
as they attack the beleaguered humans. 
Can bullets stop them? Yes they can and 
do, the brains splattering the walls when 
hit, spurting and dribbling out plenty of 
grey matter with a sound like a squirting 
ketchup bottle. 

As Cummings makes a break to stop 
the energy feeding the creatures by 
blowing up the base power station the 
rest of the group are running out of 
bullets, the brains are inside attacking left 
right and centre, messily bursting when 
shot or hit with an axe and making sick 
slurping noises as they attach themselves 
to a victim and start feeding. Cummings 
blows up the nuclear reactor (why worry 
about all that nasty fallout) and the brains 
putrefy and melt into slimy pools of ooze. 
It was pretty strong stuff for 1958 and still 
packs a punch today. 

Unlike most 1950's monster movies 
this one is British, filmed in England with 
a Canadian setting in order to appeal to a 
US audience. Parts of the film seem 
padded - a five minute sequence with the 
major trapped inside a crypt is redundant 
and there's a lot of military stock footage 
that eats up the running time. To be 
honest you won't care too much about 
that as you watch the Faceless Fiends 
jumping and crawling over the furniture, 
oozing brain stuff everywhere and slowly 
slithering into your memory to make sure 
they'll never be forgotten. 
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Truth In Advertising? 

The Executioner Part 2 (1984) 

What are we promised? 

Christopher Mitchum is tooled up to take on 
the scum of LA as The Executioner, a violent 
vigilante wiping out the rapists, muggers 
and killers that corrupt cops and politicians 
won't touch and making them look bad. 
Guns, grenades, attack helicopters and dive- 
bombing planes all feature as Mitchum 
machine guns the streets clean of vermin in 
this bloody sequel to The Executioner. 

What do we get? 

Mitchum isn't The Executioner (despite 
depicted as such on the poster), doesn't kill 
anybody, never touches a grenade or even 
fires a gun. There are no gun-spitting planes 
or machine guns. The helicopter appears in 
the cheapest Vietnam flashback ever seen. 
There's hardly any blood or special effects. 
It's not even a sequel to The Executioner 
because there never was a Part 1! 

In 1980 James Glickenhaus directed 
Vietnam vet vigilante movie The 
Exterminator. In 1982 James Brady directed 
this low budget rip-off under the title The 
Executioner Part 2 when production started 
on Exterminator 2, sequel to The 
Exterminator. When Exterminator 2 was 
released in 1984 so was Executioner 2, 
misleading punters who didn't know there 
was an Exterminator sequel into thinking 
this was it and fooling those who did with 
the similar sounding Executioner 2. There 
never was an Executioner movie, or rather 
there have been several with that name but 
this one has nothing to do with any of them. 
Got all that? 

Mitchum plays a cop tasked with catching 
popular vigilante killer The Executioner 
while coping with a young drug addict 
daughter considering prostitution and best 
mate Sarge who suffers flashbacks to when 
they were both in 'Nam. Could Sarge be The 


Executioner? Yep, plot over (that's really 
about all there is to it.) 

Co-sta r\P rod uce r\Scree n write r Re nee 
Harmon is totally incomprehensible as a TV 
reporter with exactly the same accent and 
delivery as early Arnold Schwarzenegger, 
sadistic villain The Tattooed Man enjoys 
raping and torturing young drug addict 
prostitutes (Spoiler) and Mitchum couldn't 
be more laid back if he was horizontal. Like 
The Exterminator the film opens in Vietnam 
(filmed in California actually) with so many 
stock WW2 sound effects a small skirmish 
appears to be the aural equivalent of The 
Battle Of The Bulge! The boom of shots 
from Dirty Harry's .44 Magnum seem to be 
used any time someone throws a punch and 
there appear to be only half a dozen street 
punks in the whole of LA as we see them 
solely responsible for all the crimes on 
screen. Best worst bit - a villain gets run 
through with a samurai sword and is pinned 
to a sofa, struggling to his feet he staggers 
forwards complete with impaled sofa on his 
back like some giant tortoise. 


VERDICT. Stick a grenade down The 
Executioner's trousers and watch The 
Exterminator instead. 
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The Helicopter Spies (1968) 

I have to hold up my hands and admit I saw this 
in a Swansea cinema back in 1968 so what follows 
is written through a haze of nostalgia rather than 
objective viewing. Pieced together from two 
episodes of The Man From U.N.C.L.E. television 
show The Helicopter Spies was just what us kids 
wanted to see, 90 minutes of one of our favourite 
TV shows in colour and on a large cinema screen 
rather than the tiny black and white TV sets we 
had at home. 

U.N.C.L.E. agents Napoleon Solo (Robert 
Vaughn) and Iliya Kuryakin (David McCallum) are 
tasked with retrieving a destructive Thermal Prism 
(it's a laser beam) but need the help of genius safe 
cracker Luther Sebastian (Bradford Dillman) to do 
so. Sebastian double crosses them, keeps the 
device and plans to launch it into space on behalf 
of The Third Way - a cultish organization whose 
members all sport white hair for some reason - so he can blackmail the world into doing 
their bidding. It's all basic Dr. Evil type stuff and the idea was later "borrowed" for the plot of 
Diamond's Are Forever in 1971. 

This being the 1960s of course all villains have lairs with sliding doors, banks of blinking 
lights, diabolical locked rooms that can be filled up with sand and explosive self-destruct 
devices. Heroes are knocked out, tied up and placed in cliff-hanger situations they invariably 
escape from pretty easily as well. Cars have ejector seats, mine fields can be traversed with 
the aid of aerosol cans, one karate chop is enough to subdue even the toughest opponent 
and the inside of downtown office blocks are handy places to launch space rockets from. 

While most of the action is standard TV fare the theft of a rocket from a moving freight 
train is well done. People jump on and off speeding carriages and there's a helicopter to 
train transfer via rope ladder that Health & Safety would probably ban today. The opening 
sequence where the Thermal Prism is used to try and kill Solo and Kuryakin in a destroyed 
African village shows its TV budget but as it's set to Jerry Goldsmith's fantastic U.N.C.L.E. 
theme tune (up there with the likes of Mission Impossible and James Bond) it's both 
exciting and memorable. 

The two TV episodes this film is created from aren't considered that highly by fans of the 
show, a bit too fantastical at times, but perhaps that's whyJJiked it .then and still do. It's 
dated, studio-bound at times and highly improbable but if you've ever had the 
overwhelming urge to take the top off an old fountain pen, attach it to the bottom and 
shout "Open Channel D" into it then this one's for you. 


NEW EXCITEMENT! NEWEST WMS2.&.W.. THRILLER! 
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Queen Kong (1976) 



When actors in a film go on record saying they're happy their work is not going to be 
seen by the public then you know the finished result is going to be bad. So when 
producer Dino De Laurentiis accused the makers of Queen Kong of 'passing off' their film 
by associating it with his 1976 King Kong remake and had it banned from being released 
everyone involved breathed a sigh of relief. De Laurentiis had more than a similar 
sounding title to worry about as it would be a cold day in hell before anyone paid to 
watch his big-budget version if they had seen this pocket-money travesty first. 

The plot-and that's stretching the word considerably - is a feminist retelling of the 
classic King Kong. Rula Lenska plays filmmaker Luce Habit desperate to find a charismatic 
naive leading man for her next picture. She discovers petty thief Ray Fay played by Robin 
Askwith, and whisks him off to deepest Lazangawheretheydothekonga (really) to make a 
jungle movie. Funnily enough the foliage there looks more English countryside than 
Green Inferno as it seems to consist mainly of back garden ferns, bramble bushes and fir 
trees. 

The rest of the film plays out pretty 
much like the original but with 
female Queen Kong falling for male 
Ray Fay instead, battling the worst 
looking dinosaurs this side of At The 
Earth's Core, being captured, taken 






back to captivity, escaping and 
crashing through London before 
scaling the giddy heights of Big Ben's 
clock tower. To get a feeling as to 
how this all plays imagine the whole 
thing filmed as a second rate Two 
Ronnies sketch on a miniscule 
budget written by someone who'd 
watched Spike Milligan's Q TV shows and decided that surreal, bizarre, illogical comedy 
was what people wanted to see but lacked the ability to make any of it funny. 

The problem with trying to describe this film is that commenting on how bad some of 
it is gives the impression that the rest is better. However it's not that some parts of the 
film aren't funny it's that ALL of the film isn't funny and while you may start off muttering 
"people actually got paid to appear in this?" by the end you'll be convinced that 
whatever the fee they weren't paid nearly enough! It's also hard to work out where the 
budget ends and the script begins, Queen Kong's public unveiling appears to be at a 

garden fete complete with candy floss, ice 
cream vans and happy campers sitting on the 
grass. Was that all the producers could afford 
or was it written like that for a reason? 

Any giant gorilla film of course depends on 
convincing special effects to suspend disbelief 
but while De Laurentiis had Oscar winning 
visual effects and Rick Baker in an expressive 
mask and gorilla suit Queen Kong's costume 
with her stiff immobile face looks like it was 
hired for the week from a fancy dress shop 
and a pair of fake boobs hastily glued on to 
justify the feminine title. If some of the special 
effect compositing looks like bad 70's TV chroma-keying then it's because that's exactly 
what it was. London's toy shops must have sold out of doll's houses for the end 
"rampage" through the city and if your boat is supposed to be anchored off an exotic 
mysterious island then the chalky white cliffs of Newhaven, East Sussex, should not be 
visible in the background. 

In his autobiography Askwith writes about a 100 foot mechanical gorilla whose head 
fell off the first time it made an entrance but it definitely doesn't appear in the film and 
no way would the budget have stretched that far. There is a giant mechanical hand 
(powered by the business end of a JCB digger) that just about works and half of one big 
gorilla foot built for a single joke that falls totally flat. Actually pretty much everything 
falls flat - from the prehistoric 
bagpipe with 7,000,000 BC written 
on it to the big pile of chains 
labelled "Queen Kong's Bra" along 
with everything in-between. It's 
difficult to decide the worst thing 
about this film but the jaunty happy 
end song with lyrics that cringingly 
manage to rhyme "rape" with "ape" 
is pretty hard to beat. 
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As the end of the year approaches it^time to look back over the past twelve months 
and think about all the good an#fcJ9^jl times. So in that festive spirit what follows is a 
small sample of some of best, w^^nd whatever else fits the bill movie titles that share 
their names with a month ofcthe year. 

The January Man (1989) is an unusual mix of rom-com anc)thriller as ex-cop Kevin 
Kline and painter Alan Rickman team up with City Mayor's daughter Mary Elizabeth 
Mastrantonio to catch a calendar killer who picks a female victim each month using the 
most-ludicrous method ever seen on film. Kline's struggle with the killer at the end is "just 
-as bizarre, an anti-fight really. 

The Curse Of February 29th (2004) takes us to Korea for a K-Horror about a haunted 
road, a tollgate and murders that occur there every Leap Year. Of course there's a ghostly 
little girl in white with hair.covenng-her face a la SadakoofThe Ring to help supply the 
shocks. Don't they have hairdressers in the afterlife? 

Miss March (2009) has the stars of The Whitest Kids U' Know (nope, me either) in one 
of those bad ta'steJsex comedies that turns out to be a 90 minute promo for Hugh Hefner 
and Playboy magazine'. Very few people have seen this (or wanted to), it tanked at the 
box office and was nominated by many movie critics as The Worst Film Of 2009 . 


April Fool's Day (1986) sees a group of college buddies get together to celebrate Spring 
■ Break and ending up dead and decapitated as they are stalked by a slasher. Or are they? 
t ('i '''The titletnay be a big clue. 

n Mgy (2002) is a lesson in friendshlp'i.e. if you haven't got any then make some. Literally. 
^ Angela Bettis is lonely May, a girl with an unhealthy doll fixation,tgpldly declining mental 
state, dead bodies and surgical sewing skills. 

P ’ '/v ' v ' 

June (2015) is a little nine year old orphan girl with a special friend. His name is Aer and 
’^V- .his's an evil spirit that's possessed the girl and makes her do all staft of Carrie-like things 
v * ^\uch as starting fires and levitating sharp kitchenware. Caspar Van Dien is her foster 
^fethe'r who would rather she played nicely ratherthan destroyjtlbf mankind. 

Cold In July (2014) opens with homeowner Michael C. Hall accidentally shooting and' 
killing a burglar. The deceased's ex-con father (Sam Shepard) comes looking for revenged 
but it's not long before both of therp realize they are being played for fools and there's a 
lot rhorf'gqing on. SH^pard ! s P.l. buddy (Don Johnson) turns up to help and things rapidly 

turn ver^ Roddy. V V -> * > 
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5 Dolls For An 


Moon (1970) has a small island and a group of people being 


* 


killed off one by one in pursuiVtjf a formula for industrial resin. It also has one of Mario 
Bava's most needlessly cbmplicated-plots, so much so you'll believe you must have 
accidentally skipped a DVD chapter when everything is explained at the even more 
confusing end. '/ §1 

■ * ** V* i •• syg 

. *: . a . ■; * 

September Storm (1960) has deceptions and double-crosses galore in a hunt for ( three 

million dollars of sunkert treasure all filmed in 3D and Cinemascope.-'Poster blurbs - "The 
New Dimension That Combines ALL dimensions!" a nd "!sPECIAti\/lEWERS scientifically} % — ; 1 
designed by master craftsmen!"- puffed things up considerably. 
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The Houses October Built (2014) is the perfect example of stupid movie logic ife.\if all 
those commercial haunted house experiences leave you cold then why not drag ybtir 
friends along to find one that genuinely tortures people for scares? And film yourself so 
everyone can see how dumb you are. And do it all over again in 2017 for the sequel. 


w 


The November Plan (1976) was a pilot for the TV show City Of Angels released 

theatrically in the UK on a double bill with Smokey And The Bandit. Wayne Rodgers stars 
.. . . . . .... . .... -• ^ 


U 

# £’■ 

-tiffin* * 


as P.l. Jake Axminster investigating a newspaper columnist's death and stumbling into a 


conspiracy by powerful factions to usurp the US Presidency and take over the country. 






Miss December (2011) brings us back to where we started withydt a pother calendar 
killer picking his girl of the month victim but this time findingjf^i^es): victim just a little 
too willing to accept her role. If you can't find love with good ^*^lh#fo‘n^ybe the bad 
ones have more to offer? ■. 
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WE DARE YOU To TAKE PART IN THE 

HoimoRinwL 


a 

DRACULA 

A.D.1972 


become 


YOU actually participate 
in this occult initiation. YOU are 
transported into the mysterious world of 
THE COUNT DRACULA SOCIETY. YOU will receive 
an honorary membership card in this exclusive group. 
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Dracula A.D. 1972: 

The HorroRitual (1972) 


Some of the publicity gimmicks used to push Hammer 
horror films in the USA bordered on the ridiculous - Dracula 
fangs and zombie eyes for Dracula Prince Of Darkness and 
The Plague Of The Zombies, free beards for Rasputin The 
Mad Monk. But things went up a notch with the release of 
Dracula A.D. 1972 by Warner Bros, when patrons took part in an 
'occult initiation' ceremony before the film and became members of an exclusive society. 

The HorroRitual was a three minute clip that played immediately before the main 
feature in which the audience were invited to take an oath to join the mysterious Count 
Dracula Society. Opening on the cobweb covered body of Dracula lying on a stone slab in 
darkness the velvet tones of actor Valentine Dyall call out to the audience: 

"Dracula . Call his name with me . Dracula! 

Dracula!! . Dracula!!!. . Dracula!!!" 

Cinema staff were urged to take the lead and get the audience involved, pre-recorded 
voices on the soundtrack also helped. Dracula sits up complete with comedy squeak 
sound effects and to our disappointment we see it's not Christopher Lee though the 
actor playing the role does have previous bloodsucking experience. The superior 1972 
TV movie The Night Stalker introduced the character of newspaper reporter Karl Kolchak 
investigating a series of murders in Las Vegas by what turns out to be a vampire played 
by Barry Atwater. And it's Atwater who plays the part of Count Dracula here but 
unfortunately his makeup, fangs, hairstyle and cod Romanian accent means he comes 
across as more Lugosi than Lee. Staring straight into the camera he addresses the 
audience.... 



WE DARE YOU AND YOUR AUDIENCE TO TAKE PART IN THE 




A special five minute audience involvement film through which 
They actually participate in this occult initiation! 
They are transported into the mysterious world of 
THE COUNT DRACULA SOCIETY! 
They will receive an honorary membership card 
k a in this exclusive group! 


« 


The Horror Ritual is only a part 
of this gigantic Warner Bros, promotion 


A special part of the theatre trailer devoted to the Horror 
Ritual to alert all your customers to the upcoming excitement. 

“I've been to a Horror Ritual with Dracula” buttons so 
that everyone in your city can find out what’s happening. 

Stickers featuring Dracula’s famous nibble, ideal for bumpers, 
alley walls and creaky coffins. 

Dracula A.D. 1972 heralds to pass around town late at night. 

Absolutely genuine membership cards into the Count Dracula Society. 

Special Horror Ritual ads and radio and television commercials featuring all 
the best of this terrific promotion and the two great movies you will be showing. 


And much much more to turn your audiences into movie maniacs. 











"Dracula is back! Back because you have called him! So that you may never ever forget 
what you have done you will now be sworn in as honorary members in that most ancient 
and noble order, the Count Dracula Society. Further, you will hereinafter and forever be 
sworn to serve the thirsty count. Raise your left hand. No, no, your left hand. Now repeat 
after me . 

I do hereby swear, aver and depose that I will hereinafter assist all the efforts of 
the Count Dracula Society, so long as they remain consistent with the loyalties of a 
good American, and in sign whereof I will receive all privileges thereto, so help me 
Christopher Lee! 

Now. Now you are one of us!" 

And the film begins. If you were 
lucky you also received "an 
absolutely genuine" Count Dracula 
Society membership card and badge 
so you could identify other 
members. There was indeed a Count 
Dracula Society of sorts, it gets a few 
mentions in early issues of Famous 
Monsters Of Filmland but the 
suspicion is that it was all an in-joke 
by some of the magazine 
contributors. The HorroRitual short 
of course had nothing to do with - 
and its inclusion of a cliched "I vantto drinkyour blood!" character likely damaged the 
chances of - Dracula A.D. 1972 which as the title suggests was set in modern times. 

The film itself is just so-so though it does have a cracking pre-credits sequence as 
Dracula and Van Helsing fight to the death on top of a runaway carriage with the vampire 
ending up impaled on the spokes of a broken wheel. Caroline Munroe looks fantastic as a 
soon-to-be vampire victim while a young Christopher Neame with the unsubtle character 
name of Johnny Alucard was being tried out as a possible replacement for Christopher 
Lee. Lee has very little to say as usual in his penultimate outing as the Count for Hammer 
but Peter Cushing as adversary Van Helsing is a total professional and delivers every line as 
if he really means it. 

Alas not even The Count Dracula Society could prolong the life of Hammer's King of the 
Vampires. The Satanic Rites Of Dracula a year later saw Lee's Dracula turn to ash while 
snagged in a hawthorn bush never to return. The Legend Of The Seven Golden Vampires 
in 1974 had John Forbes-Robertson take on the mantle of Dracula for a few minutes but it 
has to be said he was about as effective in the role as Barry Atwater in the HorroRitual. 
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Truth In Advertising? 
Europe In The Raw (1963) 


★★★★★★★ 

★★★★★★★ 


What are we promised? 

Filmed in the vice dens of Europe. 

Everything shown. For Mature Adults. Secret 
filming with a hidden camera. Beautiful 
foreign women. Exotic and erotic dances. 
Laws ignored. Police bypassed. SEX! 


What do we get? 

A boring travelogue. American strippers 
standing in for foreign beauties. A few 
minutes of various rough looking girls doing 
their stripper acts. A hidden camera people 
keep looking at. Repetitive shots. Russ 
Meyer's boob fixation. Fake footage. No Sex. 



an EVE production starring the INCREDIBLE ABUNDAVITA (the Bosom Beautiful) 


FOR THE FIRST TIME... 

SttJSU THE HIDDEN CAMERA 

RIPS WIDE THE VICE DENS OF EUROPE! 


This is an early film Meyer wrote, 
produced, photographed, directed and 
edited and after watching you'll wish he 
hadn't bothered. The premise is that with 
the aid of a camera secretly hidden in a large 
unwieldy briefcase the viewer will see inside 
sordid European vice dens in all their vile, 
despicable glory - if by vice dens you mean 
stock shots of neon club signs and a couple 
of street tarts doing business that is. For the 
rest of the movie it's travelogue time with 
the occasional hard-faced American stripper 
going through the motions or bouncing 
topless in a swimming pool. 

It may seem unfair to pick on this nudie 
cutie for false advertising when plenty of 
others were doing the same but if you're 
going to do a secret camera show then it 
might be a good idea not to have a second 
cameraman following and openly filming the 
guy carrying the secret camera at all times. 
Also if you say you're going to visit a vice den 
then shots of The Moulin Rouge in Paris 
don't count nor does stating it's in Brussels. 
Nothing says hot sex less than a topless girl 
playing ping pong with the mountains(l) of 
Holland behind her, prostitutes in several 


layouts and "exotic and daring" Continental 
dance acts that look filmed on the same 
threadbare stage only with different 
curtains. The girls even appear to be sharing 
the same fishnets and shoes but surely 
Meyer wouldn't be that cheap? And watch 
out for Denise Du Vail and her "tempting 
teasing dance of the muffs" most of which 
involves her sitting topless and totally still in 
an old chair holding a fluffy muff. At least the 
poor girl's hands are warm. 

Yes it's fake, the T&A and sex side of things 
are all staged with just an occasional few 
seconds of what might be actual outside 
candid shots (with onlookers clearly staring 
at Meyer filming) to help things along. As for 
the rest, hope you like laughing at funny 
foreign signs because there's a lot of them 
on display to go with shots of the Eiffel 
Tower, the waterways of Venice, The Leaning 
Tower of Pisa and many other such "vice 
dens." According to the narration The 
Underworld will commit bodily harm on 
anyone they discover secretly recording 
their sordid deeds. So, anyone have the 
Mafia's phone number? 
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The Jokers (1967) 


The Jokers is a great example of a "why don't they make them like that any more?" 
movie that asks nothing from the viewer other than to enjoy watching it. Written by an 
on-form Dick Clement and Ian Le Frenais, directed by Michael Winner when he was 
good, starring Michael Crawford and Oliver Reed both clearly enjoying themselves and 
backed up by a cast of solid British characters and set in Swinging Sixties London this 
comedy crime caper has a clever plot idea and plenty of groovy action. 

Irreverent Michael Tremayne (Crawford) gets booted out of the army and with a life of 
debutantes, parties and disapproving parents to look forward to teams up with level¬ 
headed brother David (Reed) in order to do something that will get them recognized and 
pay off handsomely through newspaper and film deals. The brothers decide to "borrow" 
the Royal Crown Jewels for a week before owning up to what they've done which they 
learn won't technically be stealing since they don't intend to permanently deprive the 
Queen of her property. They hand over sealed letters confessing the deed to their 
solicitors and proceed to put their plan into action. 

Crawford as 'Red George' phones in warnings of bombs Reed has constructed and 

planted around London and 
when the police and army 
bomb disposal experts 
respond the brothers watch 
closely. Reed dressed as an 
officer then blags his way 
into an army barracks and 
records the procedure when 
another warning is phoned 
in. The brothers return to the 
barracks one evening where 
they chloroform the duty 
officer and Crawford phones 
in another Red George 
warning, this time for a 
bomb in the jewel room of 
the Tower of London. Posing 
as the bomb disposal officers 
they take the call from the 
police instead, race to the 
Tower and ask for the alarms 
to be switched off in case 
their vibrations set off the 
bomb. 

The brothers cut open the 
display cases with a laser, 
steal the jewels then set off a 
small explosion and smoke 
bomb and stagger out 
covered in fake blood along 
with the hidden jewels. 




STIRRING, DISTURBING, 
DELIGHTFUL 
AND DEVASTATING!” 


-Bov>y CrowV*'. N Y. 


"BRILLIANT... A WINNER!” 


— Nom Yofhe' 



4 

^ "WILD 

and Outlandishly 
Funny!” 


-N.Y. Daily Nows 


"They successfully 
carry out their caper 
as brilliantly as the 
memorable ’Heist’ in 
RIFIFI and TOPKAPI!” 

— Saturday Review 


MICHAEL CRAWFORD-OLIVER REED-HARRY ANDREWS 
-’THE JOKERS" TiCMNXouxr 

-JAMES DONALD - Daniel massey- michael hordern • ua»iu toa• um u» 
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The Robbery of the Century... it would be a Crime to miss it! 

MICHAELCRAWFORD 
OLIVER REED 
HARRY ANDREWS 


They hijack the 
ambulance taking them 
to hospital and make a 
clean getaway while the 
jewel room is found to 
contain some very badly 
made replicas. A week 
later with the solicitors 
opening their confessions 
the brothers get set to 
retrieve the Crown Jewels from 
their hiding place and prepare for fame 
and fortune. The only trouble is the jewels aren't 
there any more, the police are at the door and it's 
looking bad for the boys. 

This was the kind of lightweight comedy caper the 60's British film industry could 
crank out with no problem before it all changed and everything had to be relevant 
somehow. Reed plays it cool but with a smile always on his lips while anyone used to 
Crawford as loveable idiot Frank Spencer will find his portrayal of an upper crust 
layabout with more intelligence than he lets on a surprise. Harry Andrews, Michael 
Hordern and Brian Wilde are on the side of the law and even minor roles are played by 
quality actors such as Daniel Massey and Edward Fox. The Swinging London presented 
here is all debs, coming out parties, chinless wonders, fab times and privilege but from 
the way they're portrayed it's clear this is an anti-establishment film at heart. 

The Jokers joins an ever-growing list of films that never seem to be shown any more 
which is a shame as it has a neat plot and professional cast that has no pretensions to be 
anything other than entertaining. If you do ever come across it then it's a highly 
recommended watch, family friendly and the pairing of Crawford and Reed works so 
well that you'll wish they'd made a sequel. 




JEWELS 
1 STOLEN 
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The Mutations (1974) 
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Loopy Professor Nolter (Donald Pleasance) 
has some unusual theories about evolution and 
genetic modification and a need for (unwilling) volunteers to 
experiment on. Fortunately he has a ready supply of student victims 
from the University where he teaches, a deformed assistant to procure 
them, a mad scientist laboratory in which to carry out his fiendish 
experiments and what looks like Goldfinger's "I expect you to die Mr. 

Bond!” laser that does all the hard grafting for him. Getting rid of the 
failures is easy, they end up in a local circus as exhibits in a Freak Show 
though they don't tend to live that long. 

Nolter is trying to fuse plant and animal DNA to create new 
organisms, he's got a tree that bleeds when cut and another he feeds 
live rabbits to but of course it's human modification that he's aiming 
for and what viewers have paid to see. Unfortunately it's a full hour 
before anything remotely resembling that appears but in the 
meantime why not enjoy(!) gawking at some real sideshow freaks as 
they take to the circus stage and do their acts for the viewer - which is 
as uncomfortable to watch as it sounds. 

The Mutations feels like it was put together from the best bits of 
classic horror films in hope that the whole would be greater than the 
sum of the parts. Tod Browning's Freaks and The Island Of Dr. 

Moreau are the obvious inspiration\steal along with Murders In The 
Rue Morgue. Dr. Who's Tom Baker is unrecognizable as facially 
deformed assistant Lynch, channelling Frankenstein's sidekick Ygor in 
the hope of being made whole again and the opening score will 
sound familiar to Dr. Phibes fans being written and composed by the 
same people. 

The Professor succeeds in combining plant and man when he 
turns one of his male students into a human Venus flytrap who 
escapes and tries to get back with a naturally hysterical girlfriend. 

Miffed at being rejected the walking weed finds a tramp instead, 
wraps him in his leafy arms and proceeds to absorb all his juices 
(oooerrr!) The monster suit like the rest of the doctor's creations 

looks a bit plastic-y 
but a scene of 

the plant creature crawling in through 
a window is quite effective. Also 
getting a thumbs up is the eerie 
time-lapse photography of 
growing plants and fungi 
that appears throughout 
the film. 




As per usual things ends badly 
for all concerned. Lynch gets 
knifed and mauled to death by 
dogs after the carnival freaks turn 
on him for abusing and 
mistreating them throughout the 
film. Norwegian sex-bomb Julie 
Ege is strapped naked to an 
operating table ready to be 
turned into the next veggie victim 
before Venus flytrap dude comes 
crashing through the skylight and 
envelops Donald Pleasance in his 
sticky embrace. The laboratory 
goes up in flames, Ege is rescued 
in the nick of time and what's left 
of a partially-dissolved Pleasance 
and his experiments burn in the 
fire while a cheesy "shock" ending 
brings everything to an uncertain 
close. 

The use of real deformities for 
entertainment is of dubious moral 
value but at least here, despite 
the exploitative way these people 
are depicted, they turn out to be 
the most sympathetic characters 
in the whole film. Pleasance puts 
in a one-note interpretation, Tom 
Baker can hardly be understood 
under all that makeup and the 
performances of the rest of the 
cast could have done with a bit of 
gee-ing up. 

This isn't some underrated 
horror waiting to be discovered, 
far from it, but with the rise of 
veganism it might be a timely 
warning - be careful when you 
bite into a stick of celery it may 
just bite you back! 
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He Never Died (2016) 



Things aren't going well for Jack. Jeremy, his connection for stolen blood products is 
missing, two punks break into his apartment and try to threaten him, he's just found out 
he has a daughter he knew nothing about, waitress Cara is attracted to him and an old 
man in a hat that only he can see is making him feel uncomfortable. It's not easy being a 
lonely immortal cannibal with a constant need to eat flesh to stay sane but then as Jack 
says "how sane can you be in the first place if you have to eat people?" 

He Never Died has a different movie take on being immortal, forget the slam-bang 
action of Highlander and replace it with the absolute boredom of a never ending life 
that consists of nothing but time passing. Which may not sound like the best 
recommendation for a film but turns out to be the basis of a wickedly black comedy that 
gets more violent and darkly funnier as it progresses. Jack is played by actor\DJ\musician 
Henry Rollins with a totally deadpan delivery and demeanour regardless of what he's 
doing. To him, ripping someone's throat out or playing Bingo at the local church are the 
same thing, just another few seconds of eternity. 

Jack needs to eat human 

flesh, he doesn't want to or HENRY ROLLIN 
even like doing it but 
something makes him. He's 
withdrawn from society to 
protect it from what he's 
capable of doing and as we 
discover later he's done some 
truly horrendous things. So 
for now Jack stays in his 
apartment watching TV, says 
very little, speaks to hardly 
anybody, plays Bingo and 
drinks the blood Jeremy 
steals for him from the 
hospital so he doesn't have to 
kill anybody. But with his 
supply of blood getting low, 
his daughter kidnapped, 

Jeremy being tortured by the 
duo who broke into his 
apartment and violent 
threats against him 
increasing things are about 
to change. You really don't 
want to tick off an 
immensely strong and 
unkillable ancient cannibal 
even if he is clinically 
depressed! 
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Rollins plays Jack as a man bereft of emotion or interest, he's been around for so long 
(and is going to be) that he's reduced everything he does to an efficient minimum 
including dealing with life. Wrapped in chains and dumped in the river to drown mildly 
annoys him while being shot point blank in the head means he has to graphically dig the 
bullets out with a pair of pliers in front of Cara (Kate Greenhouse) because if they're left 
in he'll get migraines. A lot of the humour comes from Cara's interaction with Jack; when 
she asks him what he's done in the past he reels off a list of occupations that just goes on 
and on. Cara finally believes in Jack when she sees a photo of him from 1919 and he 
explains who he really is, "I'm in the Bible if that means anything." Her exasperated 
"Again?" when Jack kills another punk is priceless. 

Both the trailer and DVD cover give a lot of the film away by implying that Jack is an 
angel on a trail of vengeance. Fortunately that's not quite correct, Jack wants nothing 
more than everything to go away so he can get back to playing Bingo in peace. We do 
discover who Jack is but what he is and why he is are only hinted at and are left up to the 
viewer to decide as is the identity of the man in the hat who Jack violently rages against 
at the conclusion. 

Asa lot of questions are left unanswered about Jack and the people around him when 
the credits roll some may find it a bit of a let down but then it's good to leave a bit of 
mystery behind. Writer\director Jason Krawczyk has written and is looking to finance a 
sequel and a TV mini-series that explores the character of Jack further and Rollins has 
said he'd welcome the opportunity to play the role again. Jack has a phrase he uses 
throughout, "you'll never see me again" and whether he'll return is questionable, that 
he'll never go away is certain. 


IT'S HARD TO LIVE WHEN YOU CAN'T DIE 
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Black Dragons (1942) 


A misconception about horror actor Bela Lugosi is that 
- after finding success in the role of Dracula (1931) he 
enjoyed a long career in movies before personal and 
health problems took their toll. The truth is that just ten 
years after starring in Dracula Lugosi was reduced to making 
minor appearances in Universal pictures like The Wolf Man 
and headlining awful low budget Poverty Row productions 
such as Spooks Run Wild. Black Dragons falls firmly into 
this second category, a very short (64 min.) Monogram 
release based around a ridiculous idea and a story that 
only makes sense five minutes from the end. 

Six wealthy American industrialists are actually dastardly Fifth Columnists sabotaging 
America's war effort from within. Enter Lugosi as suave Monsieur Colomb who installs 
himself in the home of a doctor - one of the six traitors-and plots to kill the others, 
dumping their bodies clutching an Oriental dagger in front of the Japanese Embassy. The 
Feds take an interest assigning future Lone Ranger Clayton Moore to investigate while 
Lugosi continues his plan, frightening victims with notes about plastic surgery and 
dropping Japanese names as he kills or causes them to kill each other. 

Either elderly Lugosi is a superman or the writers took the day off as he has the 
amazing ability to vanish from moving taxi cabs, managing one time to do it along with 
an unwilling victim! He can move around a regular suburban home unseen, kill and hide 
bodies in his small room, take time out to flirt with the doctor's niece and in less than a 
minute remove two corpses from a cellar, hide them and appear calm, smiling and 
unflustered. What a man! 

Finally, as Lugosi lays dying having completed his vengeance it's flashback time. 
Colomb is actually Dr. Melcher, a Nazi plastic surgeon sent by Der Fuhrer to Japan to 
operate on Oriental volunteers of the Black Dragons society, turning them into lookalikes 
of six US industrialists they've killed to wage insidious war on the Yanks. Double crossed 
and imprisoned Dr. Melcher swore to escape and seek revenge. Colomb\Melcher dies 
laughing, he's infected his sixth victim doctor with a virus that's turned his face into an 
ugly rubber mask, JAPS SPY RING SMASHED headlines scream and the audience depart 
to buy more War Bonds. America is saved! 
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Home video recorders appeared in the UK 
towards the end of the 1970's, highly priced 
they were a luxury item and at first only 
available from specialist retailers. It would be 
a few years before you could visit a High 
Street shop like Dixons and take one home to 
the family but even then they were still 
expensive. In 1981 Rumbelows were offering 
a Sanyo branded VCR for £390 which sounds 
reasonable but that would be equivalent to a 
figure well of over £1200 at today's prices, 
hardly an impulse buy. 

Here in Swansea your only port of call to 
join the video revolution in those early days 
was a small dedicated shop at the top of 
Dillwyn Street. This was the first bona fide 
video store in Swansea selling a range of 
Betamax VCRs and some VHS machines for 
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those with deeper pockets. One abiding memory of that establishment was the unique 
smell, a mix of hot electronics and that peculiar odour unique to video tape because as 
well as hardware customers could also choose from a selection of video releases to rent 


for the week, mainly early Warner and CIC titles. 

The idea of renting rather than buying to watch was new, early video releases tended 
to be of low quality; public domain cartoons, cheaply filmed documentaries and 
copyright free old films. The major studios were reluctant to allow people to actually 
own their output but with a growing VCR base and demand for material they started 
releasing some of their back catalogue titles as rental instead in an attempt to limit the 
perceived damage to their business. It was still possible to buy these tapes outright but it 
could be expensive, £30 to £40 was the going price for an older film rising to £80 for 
newer titles - and that was at 1980s prices! 

This was all long before Blockbuster or small dedicated video shops existed with their 
multiple copies, varied selections and latest releases so what titles that were available 
were often limited and tended to stick around for a while. Stock wasn't updated that 
often, why bother buying recent titles if a steady stream of new VCR owners were happy 
to rent the old ones you already had? High wholesale prices coupled with the 
protectionism of holding back newer and more prestigious titles however allowed 
smaller distribution companies to become players. Soon rental outlets were being 
offered cheaper alternatives, lower in price and lower in quality as the world was 
scoured for any and all low budget drek that could be recorded onto tape. Also growing 
in popularity were explicitly gory horror films with lurid covers, the Video Nasties were 
born! 


Even at wholesale prices it could be expensive to set up a video rental business which 
is why a number of early video entrepreneurs in Swansea came up with alternative 
means to stock their shelves. Debenhams in The Quadrant once hosted a video rental 
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department, to join required a deposit of £30 and you could leave at any time. You didn't 

get your money back but instead got to pick one of the tapes on display to keep one of 

the watched many times, likely damaged tapes that is. A small motor factors business in 
High Street decided to get in on the act as well, no money was needed to join this video 
club but you had to hand over an original commercially produced video film in good 
condition before you could become a member. They weren't in the video rental business 
for long. 

Missing from these early days was the notion of video piracy. It would be a wealthy 
individual indeed who could afford to buy the two VCRs necessary for copying and 
besides there weren't that many in demand titles around to make it worthwhile. You 
could get hold of illicit copies of current cinema releases on tape via mail as the VCR user 
base increased but these copies were often as expensive as original tapes and buying 
sight unseen meant having no idea of the quality you'd be getting. 

And then there was sex. In those early 'anything goes' times video magazines 
advertised uncut hardcore classics such as Debbie Does Dallas and Deep Throat and 
even lesser titles such as the Juliet Anderson Aunt Peg series were being sold openly. 
That soon changed though and getting hold of under the counter material became more 
difficult, unless that is you paid a visit to a certain shop on the outskirts of Swansea. But 
that's a story for another time. 


BLOCK BUSTERS 

VHS& BETA 

PEGGY SUE GOTMARRIED 

74.95 

FX-MURDER BY ILLUSION 

72.95 

COLOR PURPLE 

74.95 

BIG TROUBLE IN LITTLE CHINA 

68.95 

CRAWL SPACE 

59.95 

FRIDAYTHE 13TH PART III 

68.95 

EVIL DEAD (CUT) 

34.95 

CROSSROADS 

64.95 

SWEET LIBERTY 

59.95 

HOWARD-A NEW KIND OF HERO 

59.95 

FANTASIST 

59.95 

STAGE FRIGHT 

59.95 

DESERT HEARTS 

59.95 

WANTED DEAD OR ALIVE 

68.95 

RAN 

53.65 

SWAMP THING 

59.95 

TARGET 

68.95 

MENS CLUB 

68.95 

CLUB PARADISE 

59.95 

SHANGHAI SURPRISE 

68.95 

DIRTY DOZEN - DEADLY MISSION 

68.95 

GRAVEYARD SHIFT 

59.95 

MALCOLM 

59.95 

BIOHAZARD 

53.65 

TOXICAVENGER 

57.95 

STAGE COACH (COLOUR) 

59.95 

ARMED & DANGEROUS 

64.95 

AMAZONS 

57.95 

MARINE ISSUE 

68.95 

POLICE ASSASSIN 

59.95 

MEATBALLS 2 

53.65 

DANGEROUSLYCLOSE 

64.95 


Owning the latest releases in 1987 could 
be expensive. £60 for Howard the Duck! 
Source: Video World magazine. 
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13 Ghosts (1960) 


In 1960 director William Castle was on a roll, having hit it big by insuring the life of any 
patron who viewed his thriller Macabre for $1000 he followed that up with a pair of 
entertaining gimmick films; House On Haunted Hill saw skeletons sailing above the 
heads of cinema goers in a process he called 'Emergo' while TheTingler's 'Percepto' 
made those same viewers literally leap out of seats when electric joy buzzers vibrated 
their behinds. For his next production Castle decided to let the audience determine how 
scared they wanted to be, would they choose to see ghosts and spirits or block them 
from their sight? And so 'Illusion-O' was born. 

There was nothing new about 13 Ghosts; a haunted house, a hidden treasure, spooky 
goings-on, all standard Scooby-Doo stuff. Unlike the cartoon canine adventures though 
there really are ghosts haunting this house, twelve in fact. Eleven were 
/•■"■Si captured and imprisoned by the previous owner Dr. Plato Zorba, the 
\ I f x, twelfth is Zorba himself and destined to free them all is the thirteenth 
j * i 1 ghost. These spirits remain invisible until special Ghost Viewer goggles 
m ' are donned allowing the wearer to see them in all their ectoplasmic 
glory and it was this idea that is at the heart of Castle's Illusion-O. 

Entering the cinema patrons were given their very own Ghost 
Viewers, a decidedly low-tech version of the movie's finely 
crafted specs consisting of a piece of cardboard with two 
strips of coloured cellophane. In a prologue to the black and 
white film Castle explains to viewers that when the image 
turns blue they should hold up the Ghost Viewer and look 
through the red strip to see the ghosts but if they are scared 
they should look through the blue strip instead and the 
ghosts will disappear. It's a basic optical effect, the ghosts 
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were filmed in red and 
overlaid on top of a blue 
background which means 
they show up when viewed 
through anything red while 
looking through anything 
blue filters out the colour 
red leaving just the blue 
background visible. 

Castle said he had the 
inspiration for lllusion-0 
when his original gimmick 
for the film turned out to be impractical (twenty million door keys were to be given away 
with one lucky recipient ending up the owner of a haunted house in France) and he was 
having an eye test where the optician used red and blue filters during the procedure, but 
you have to take that story with a pinch of salt. Castle had previously directed anaglyph 
red\blue 3D pictures so knew exactly what colours would and wouldn't show up on 
screen. In later TV and video releases 13 Ghosts played solely in black and white, the 
ghosts being visible at all times leaving frightened viewers with no choice but to close 
their eyes, which had always been the option even with Ghost Viewers! 

The plot of the film is simple, a family of four inherit their late Uncle Zorba's mansion 
as well as an incumbent housekeeper and a gaggle of ghosts who go through their 
routines for the benefit of the viewer while something a bit more earthly prowls around 
looking for a cache of hidden money. Margaret Hamiliton - the Wicked Witch in The 
Wizard Of Oz - playing the housekeeper turns out to be more nice than nasty while 
Martin Milner as a helpful young lawyer seems too good to be true. When the screen 
turns blue it's time to look through your Ghost Viewer where the most effective use of 
lllusion-0 is when the father played by veteran Donald Woods first dons the special 
glasses and witnesses spooks appearing and bursting into flames before chasing him out 
of the room. Less effective are a pair of ghostly lovers and a comical ex-chef while a total 
waste of time is a long scene where a ghostly lion threatens the young son. 

You have to wonder why anyone paying to see a film showing ghosts would then 
choose not to view them but Castle knew very well that would rarely happen, it was all 
showmanship on his part. There's nothing that scary about the film even by 1960 
standards but the trailer for it does show some more intense scenes that were dropped 
including the number 13 being burnt in flames into the father's hand and an unnerving 
closeup of him possessed by the spirit of Zorba. All ends well though, the thirteenth 

ghost is created freeing the 
trapped souls, the treasure 
is discovered giving the 
family financial security and 
director Castle appears one 
last time instructing 
viewers to take their Ghost 
Viewers home and look 
through the red strip. If 
they dare! 
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THE WEREWOLF BREAK? 



The Beast Must Die (1974) 


"This film is a detective story in which you 
are the detective. The question is not 
"Who is the murderer?" but "Who is the 
werewolf?" After all the clues have 
been shown you will get a chance to 
give your answer. Watch for the 
Werewolf Break." 


Peter Cushing, Charles Gray, 

Michael Gambon, Tom Chadbon and 
Ciaran Madde are invited to millionaire 
businessman\ hunter Tom Newcliffe's 
(Calvin Lockhart) country estate replete 
with electric fences, CCTV cameras and 
motion sensors all monitored by Newcliffe's 
expert Pavel (Anton Diffring) from a hidden control 
room. Newcliffe informs the guests he believes one of them to be a werewolf and 
intends to hunt and kill the lycanthrope and as the film progresses it's up to him - and 
the viewer - to work out which one it is. With the help of a full moon, wolfbane and 
silver Newcliffe plans to flush the animal out and track it aided by Pavel and his 
electronic surveillance but the Beast has other ideas and as people start to die with their 
throats torn out the hunter becomes the hunted. 


Calvin Lockhart as the obsessed Newcliffe is by far the best presence in the film, Peter 
Cushing as loup-garou expert Dr. Lundgren is the owner of a very weird European accent 
and the rest of the cast all take turns at acting suspiciously. But there is one big problem 
that needs to be addressed and that is for a whodunit THERE ARE NO CLUES! Seriously, 
by the time of the Werewolf Break (a thirty second interval complete with Countdown 
clock) there is nothing you can point to to say "it's him\her", no facts only the werewolf 
would know, no physical evidence of guilt, nothing. You can watch the film again and still 
you won't be able to spot a clue because there are none! 

Also lacking are any real creature effects, no yak hair or prosthetics here. The wolf is 
played by a large German shepherd dog, there's a cheap optical dissolve at the end 
when it reverts back to human and some fleetingly shown throat rippings. Don't pay too 
much attention to the plot either, when the wolf is outside Newcliffe could have seen 
which guest was missing via the CCTV in every room and since one of them must change 
into a wolf why not shut them all in a room together and wait? Lockhart is definitely 
worth watching but as a mystery the film is sorely lacking, it's all a big shaggy dog story. 
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Macbeth (1971) 
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In the 1970s as Macbeth 
was on the school syllabus 
in Swansea it meant a visit 
to the cinema for an 
educational viewing was in 
order. In hindsight it might 
not have been the best 
idea to bus hundreds of 
young kids to the old 
Odeon and subject them 
to an incredibly bloody 
and violent film with its explicit footage of dismembered bodies, throats gushing blood, 
child murder, rape, dead babies, nudity and decapitation. What were they thinking? But 
if us kids had known what real horrors lay behind the film we might not have sat so 
comfortably in our seats. 

There's mud here, my God is there mud! And rain. And wind. And dark cloudy skies. 
And blood, lots of blood. Macbeth is not one of Shakespeare's happiest plays; a 
brooding tale of ambition, murder and treachery with madness and witchcraft thrown in 
for good measure and it's all shown here, often to excess. Not mentioned in the play but 
depicted are scenes of mass hangings, rape, nudity (a coven of naked old witches is quite 
repellent), face slashings, axes in crotches and more. It's almost as if by exploring the 
extremes of violence and evil Polanski was trying to purge himself of something, which 
of course sadly and tragically he was. 

In August 1969 four disciples of Charles Manson broke into the home of Polanski's 
pregnant actress wife Sharon Tate killing her and four other people. After the murder 
and loss of his unborn child Polanski withdrew from filmmaking for two years. Macbeth 
was the film that brought him back and it's not hard to see echoes of the real-life deaths 
here especially in the slaughter of Macduff's family. Maybe Polanski even saw a part of 
himself in Macduff, a husband longing for revenge against the man who ordered the 
murders of his family. 

Polanski takes a few liberties with the play including making the dialogue a little 
simpler and using voice over quite a bit. Jon Finch carries off the transition of loyal and 
faithful subject to arrogant despotic King well, Francesca Annis as Lady Macbeth has a 
controversial for the time nude scene and a host of familiar theatre and TV faces fill in 
supporting roles including a young Keith Chegwin as Fleance. 

Why anyone with sense would want to become ruler of the muddy, windswept and 
cold Scotland depicted here is a mystery and the same goes for who would think it was 
suitable viewing for 14 year old kids. Violent, bleak and unforgiving pretty much sums up 
the pervasive atmosphere but knowing what real horror lies behind it all this bloody 
retelling is more than understandable. 
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Looker (1981) 


Looker is either a prediction from writer\director Michael Crichton of the future of 
computer graphics where CGI virtual actors will be created from 3D scans and placed in 
real-life environments or it's a hokey thriller where TV screens are used to hypnotise 
people and ray guns can make people invisible. Somewhere in between lies the actual 
result. 

Albert Finney is plastic surgeon Larry Roberts who is puzzled when beautiful models 
start coming to him requesting incredibly minor surgical procedures. When these 
models later apparently commit suicide and evidence is planted to implicate him he 
starts to investigate. All the girls had visited Digital Matrix Inc. a research company using 
eye and body-tracking technology to measure and optimise performances in TV 
commercials and encouraged to have the plastic surgery tweaks. DMI then paid to have 
their bodies digitally scanned, creating perfect 3D computer-generated actors to be used 
instead of the real thing. - 
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Hunted by Reston's men and with 
Cindy kidnapped Larry crashes an 
event where Reston intends to use 
a computer generated State 
Senator and the semi-hypnotic 
opticals in a broadcast to influence 
an elite group of backers. Larry 
plays cat and mouse with Reston 
as computer generated people, 
physical sets and real death 
combine in a tense climax. 



Looker was spot on when it came to predicting the rise of CGI Virtual Actors it's just a 
shame the idea is let down by the rest of the film. The motive for killing the models - 
done with the help of a LOOKER gun - is never explained, unless that is you catch a 
special TV airing with extra footage where Reston likens the act to shredding old 
documents. The LOOKER weapon is a clever idea but when Finney and the bad guys 
have a fight with them in the middle of a car chase it all becomes a bit ridiculous. How it 
can make the shooter invisible is also never properly explained. The hypnotic broadcast 
idea also seems redundant, surely having a computer-generated politician say and do 
whatever you want is much more persuasive and a stronger plot device? 

For a film primarily based around seeing it's ironic the best thing about it is the music, 
a vibrant electronic score reminiscent of Escape From New York also released that year. 
The same goes for the song that opens and closes the film sung by Susan Saad though 
fans of 80's synth group The Buggies may be struck by the similarity to parts of their 
single Elstree. The film also goes into the history books as the first to create a computer¬ 
generated character when we see the result of Susan Dey's body scan, beating Disney's 
TRON by a few months. Of course all the perfectly created VActors that appear in the 
film are real people and not actually computerised, this was 1981 after all! 

There is a really good idea at the core of Looker, there are also others that are not so 
good but overall it hits more than it misses helped along considerably by some great 80's 
sounds. It seems apt that defences against the LOOKER effect include reflective glasses 
and an artificial fog - it's all done with smoke and mirrors in the end. 
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It! (1967) 


Roddy McDowall is Arthur Pimm, a meek museum curator's assistant with a habit of 
borrowing the museum's jewellery so his mother can wear it. OK so his mum is a rotting 
corpse that he thinks is alive and talks but nobody's perfect. Things change when the 
museum installs a statue of a large petrified man and a pair of deaths occur both related 
to the statue. Jim Perkins (Paul Maxwell) of the New York Museum turns up looking to 
buy the statue that he believes is actually a fabled and powerful creature known as the 
Golem of Prague created in the 16th century as a protector for the Jewish community. 

Pimm discovers the key to bringing the Golem to life and schemes to use it to become 
head of the museum. He also wants Ellen Grove (Jill Haworth) daughter of the previous 
curator and the Golem's first victim though she is more interested in smarmy Perkins 
than Pimm. Trying to impress her Pimm boasts he can destroy Hammersmith Bridge 
which he proceeds to do so by commanding the Golem to pull it down. All the deaths 
and mayhem don't go unnoticed by the police while Maxwell suspects what Pimm is 
doing and warns him the Golem was created for protection not destruction. Pimm has a 
change of heart and tries to destroy the Golem but whatever he does leaves it 
undamaged, mysteriously returning to the museum each time. Confronted by Perkins 
again Pimm admits everything revealing an increasing level of insanity not knowing the 
police are also there, he is arrested and carted off to the loony bin. 

So far things have followed the usual monster\revenge road but there are plenty of 
holes along the way. How can the Golem move by itself when we're told it needs 
someone to bring it to life? Why is Pimm doing a Psycho with his mother's corpse? How 
can the Golem get back into the museum without setting off the alarms? Can a large 
bridge be destroyed just by loosening one of the girders? And why on earth do the police 
even believe a 500 year old statue has come to life and is killing people? 

It's not only Pimm that goes round the bend, so does the film. Strap yourself in for a 
wild ride because from now on everything gets ridiculous and makes no sense 
whatsoever! Pimm uses telepathic powers he never had before to bring the Golem to 
him, breaking down the walls of the asylum and escaping. He kidnaps Ellen (off-screen), 
destroys her apartment (off-screen), steals his mum's body and a hearse (off-screen) and 
heads into the English countryside to hole up in a museum annex building. 

The Golem stands guard at the main gate while the British army comprising of just four 
men fire a bazooka at it and when that fails a howitzer. The idea of walking around the 
shuffling Golem, climbing over a wall or going in the back door never occurs to any of 
them nor does arranging a rescue mission, an air strike, parachutists, tanks or anything 
else. IT is guarding the main gate and that's that! 

Since the howitzer didn't work on the Golem then obviously an atomic bomb is next(!) 
but it's only going to be a small one with a radius of a mile so that's alright. Nothing is 
said about blast damage or radioactive fallout and who cares about Ellen anyway? Pimm 
has a hissy fit and instructs the Golem to kill Ellen but it releases her before the bomb 
goes off allowing Perkins to grab a motorbike and leap over streams and fences to 
rescue her. Luckily they get back to the few dozen sandbags that are all that stand 
between them and nuclear annihilation just as the mushroom cloud goes up and suffer 
no ill effects. The Golem then walks unharmed out of the destruction and strolls into the 
sea. The sea right next to the middle of the English countryside that is. THE END 
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Truth In Advertising? 

The Wild, Wild Planet (1966) 

What are we promised? 

Battles in Outer Space! A massed Armada of 
Spaceships! Bikini Babes armed with laser 
rifles! Spacesuited soldiers fighting against 
each other! Deadly Doll-Men! Four-Armed 
Stranglers! Flesh Fusion Experiments! Two- 
Fleaded Mutant Spacemen! Exploding 
Spaceships! Moth-men! 

What do we get? 

No Outer Space Battles. No space-soldiers 
trying to kill each other. No Spaceships 
explode. The girls don't wear bikinis or carry 
lasers. The Doll-Men do nothing, Four- 
Armed Stranglers have immobile extra arms 
and don't actually kill anyone. There are no 
Mutant two-headed spacemen. 

The Wild, Wild Planet, or I Criminali Della 
Galassia to give it its original Italian title is an 
entertaining SciFi adventure - entertaining 
though in much the same way that early 
rounds of The X-Factor are. The filmic 
equivalent of an out of tune Granny 
warbling a sexy pop song The Wild, Wild 
Planet is both cringingly bad yet leaves you 
with a smile. A bizarre plot has people being 
shrunk down to doll size and taken to the 
planet Delfos where mad scientist Dr. Nurmi 
(Massimo Serato) plans to enlarge them and 
turn them into perfect humans so he can 
advance humankind. Or something. The 
English dubbing is a bit vague on that point. 

Out to stop him, his bevy of beehive- 
wigged lovelies and identical four-armed 
clones is square-jawed Commander Mike 
Flalstead (Tony Russell.) When Flalstead's 
love interest Connie is taken to Delfos for 
the ultimate sex change operation - she's to 
be fused with Nurmi into one being - 
Flalstead and his men rocket there, get 
captured, escape, rescue Connie, put the 
hurt on Nurmi and blow everything up. This 
results is an immense flood of water that 
drowns everyone except our heroes. Then it 



The Laser-Ray Girls! The Deadly Doll-Men! 

The Four-Armed Strangler! The Flesh-Fusion Experiments! 

The Menacing Mutants! The Armada of Spaceships! 


all blows up again for good measure. 

Director Antonio Margheriti tries his best 
on the special effects front, there are plenty 
of miniatures of futuristic buildings and 
space ports, rockets, space stations and 
people floating through space but it's all 
done on the cheap with little effort, wires 
and the occasional toy figure. Dangerously 
bad for the actors are the "lasers" that 
appear to be converted oxy-acetylene 
torches which shoot out an intense flame a 
foot long and set fire to anyone they're 
pointed towards. At the other extreme are 
small metal brooches worn by the villains, 
one prick from them and you disappear 
leaving only your clothes behind. This results 
in the best line of the film as Flalstead fights 
one of the beehived beauties... "Watch out 
for the gadgets on their chest!" 

Everything is redeemed by the watery 
explosive ending, a genuinely exciting 
sequence even if it makes little sense. Other 
than that it's a feeling of "Ooo/7”when you 
see one of the special effects immediately 
followed by a disappointed "Ohhh" when 
you realise how bad it actually is. And the 
Moth-men? They're part of a futuristic 
dance group that has no bearing on the film. 
It's all much less "Wild" and more "Meh." 
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FEBRUARY 



Everything in the media today has to be personalised, putting the viewer into the story 
so they not only read or observe the content but perhaps even help shape it. With 
modern computer games being called interactive movies it's hard to see how cinema 
showings could even compete, after all films are just large reels of plastic that unspool 
from start to finish and there's not much that can be done about that. But it hasn't 
stopped filmmakers from trying to give their viewers a choice while they watch, or at 
least the illusion of it. 





This ticket entitles coward to refund of admission 
price tf he or she is too terrified to see the end of 

HOMICIDAL' 

I Mst ka twa M Fis:-ifr KfJLr fra.ilal tiriii Oi a( IXi antwi petal! 

\ Follow the YELLOW STREAK to the C0WARD‘S CORNER for refund. 


Most mystery thrillers have some sort of preamble before the culprit is revealed but 
both The Beast Must Die and 1965's Ten Little Indians literally stop the action with a 
'Werewolf' and 'Whodunit' break respectively 
giving the viewer the opportunity to go over in 
their mind who's guilty. More direct was 
Homicidal's Fright Break, 45 seconds that gave 
a patron too scared to continue watching a 
chance to leave and get their money back. 

Director William Castle went to extremes to 
make sure that didn't happen including setting 
up a yellow 'Coward's Corner' booth and 
making the poor customer\victim sit in it 
while they signed a Coward's Certificate 
admitting they were yellow and waited for their refund as loudspeakers blared "Look at 
the Coward... Look at the Coward!" 


i 


Other scary films helpfully prompted viewers to look away 
when things were about to get intense. Chamber Of Horrors 
(1966) a sub-par waxworks horror had a Fear Flasher and 
Horror Horn go off when things became too terrifying to 
watch, the screen flashed red accompanied by a loud 
sound effect for several seconds though the promised 
"Four Supreme Fright Points" they signalled were 
I anything but. Cinemas could even install an actual Fear 
1 Flasher red light in the auditorium for added effect. 

r Similar audio and visual warning bells, horns, flashing 

^ / screens and even on-screen written warnings could be 

mJk found in films such as Cannibal Girls, Blood Creature, 

V |f / When The Screaming Stops and Walk Of The Dead. 

S Free White And 21 in 1962 found the entire cinema 
audience acting as jurors complete with ballots as they sat in 
judgement of Ernie Jones (Frederick O'Neal) accused of rape in a racially charged court 
room drama. But apart from allowing people to vent their prejudices their vote of guilty 
or innocent had no effect on the film itself. More audience involvement could be found 
in The Hypnotic Eye (1960) as they followed the on-screen instructions of The Great 
Desmond attempting to hypnotise them through simple psychological tricks. Bill Murray 
calls on the audience to sing along with him at the end of Scrooged (1988) though the 
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suggestion to "Follow the Bouncing 
Boll" has long been a staple in musical 
films and shorts. 

If choosing what to watch was 
under the control of the viewer then 
how about an entire ending? Clue 
(1985) was the screen adaption of the 
classic board game Cluedo and had 
three different endings each with 
different killers and motives. On its 
original release cinemas were given 
one of these endings at random 
forcing ticket buyers to make multiple 
cinema visits if they wanted to catch 
all three. Finding three local cinemas 
showing the film was another matter 
and it was only on TV and video that 
viewers could see all the endings in 
one place. 

For an apparently genuine choice of 
endings we return to director William 
Castle and his chiller Mr. Sardonicus (1961). Towards the end of the film Castle stops the 
action, appearing on screen to take 'The Punishment Poll'. On entry patrons were given a 
card printed with a glow-in-the-dark hand and when prompted by Castle they held them 
thumbs up if they wanted Sardonicus spared or thumbs down if they wanted him 
punished. Ushers then took a count and the projectionist put on one of two film reels 
depending on the result. But audiences invariably voted thumbs down for Sardonicus to 
get his comeuppance and despite Castle stating he had filmed two endings he knew his 
bloodthirsty audience would always vote for punishment. There never were two reels, it 
was all showmanship! 


'! * 


You the audience are the jury. On the 
night of September 28th, was a crime 
of unlawful assault committed ... or was it 
a question of consent? 

In order to render a fair and just verdict you 
must see all the shocking and intimate 
details from the beginning. 

The bailiff on duty will distribute ballots only 
to those jurors present at the start of each 
performance. 

3ecause of the frank and shocking nature 
f the evidence presented, this motion picture 
will be 'A.O.P 


Free 


K gBfUg 


and' % 


«... under IS ’ADULTS ONLY PLEASE 

^ANNALENA LUND- larry SuoSnan• iarhyB ua«ANAw‘~tiAROio dwaih 
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The Last Dinosaur (1977) 



Richard Boone is Masten Thrust Jnr. a grizzled multimillionaire with a love of big game 
hunting, sort of J.R. Ewing meets Ernest Hemingway. He's irresistible to women as well 
though it's probably his money they go for rather than his beer belly and ugly mug as 
Boone was by this time a chronic alcoholic and when he's not wearing sunglasses to hide 
his bloodshot eyes the ravages of booze show all too readily on his face. When his Polar 
Borer, a poor-man's version of Thunderbird's MOLE drilling machine with lasers, returns 
from searching for oil under a polar icecap lone survivor of the mission Chuck Wade tells 
an incredible story - the rest of the crew were killed and eaten by a Tyrannosaurus Rex 
when they discovered a hidden valley of living dinosaurs! 

Thrust decides to return to the valley in the Polar Borer along with Wade, scientist Dr. 
Kawamoto, African tracker Bunta and female press photographer Frankie Banks who got 
the gig by sleeping with Thrust (presumably with her eyes closed) and promises he's only 
going to study the T. Rex not hunt it. Things quickly go pear-shaped when they drill into the 
hidden valley and get attacked by two men wearing a dinosaur suit while another dressed 
as a T. Rex steals the Polar Borer and hides it. Trapped and facing not only dinosaurs but 
distinctly Japanese looking Stone Age cavemen as well things don't look too good. 

The Last Dinosaur was a Japanese/ 

American co-production filmed in 
Japan hence the appearance of Dr. 

Kawamoto and those Oriental looking 
cavemen as well as the tried and true 
kaiju method of putting a man in a 
monster suit and getting him to stomp 
around some model scenery. But the 
dinosaur they first encounter as well 
as a Triceratops that later battles 





the T. Rex are actually two 
people in a costume panto- 
horsey style and let's say there 
are some problems with that. 
When the triceratops is beaten 
by the T. Rex the guy at the ass 
end is slow to react so his half 
of the beast stays standing 
while the front end collapses 
on its own to the floor! 

Thrust's Polar Borer looks 
like one of those cans of squirty cream with a spiral plastic top and the machine is 
supposed to be used to search for oil, prompting the question what happens when 
those lasers designed to melt rock run into the flammable black stuff? Unfortunately it's 
pretty easy to steal as well, Rexy picks it up in his teeth and holding it in his stubby arms 
takes it back to his lair even though he can't possibly open his mouth that wide nor have 
the strength in his little armlets to do so. 

Fortunately despite being forty foot high and weighing eight tons The Rexmeister 
possesses the power of being able to sneak up on people unawares. First it surprises 
Bunta, popping up behind him when he's climbing a tree then tiptoes off to the 
encampment to surprise Dr. Kawamoto and squishes him flat. Later on Bunta genuinely 
walks into the leg of the thing without knowing it's there! Why Thrust needs a tracker 
when dinosaurs leave footprints the size of paddling pools is never mentioned and I 
really think he should ask Bunta to take an eye test. 

With the Polar Borer gone and Rubbersaurus Rex deciding he doesn't like being shot at 
it makes short work of the only gun the group brought with them forcing them to come 
up with more ludicrous ways to get the better of it. When the beast corners Frankie in a 
cave the obvious answer is to send Bunta off for two hundred yards of vine which they 
tie to a large boulder and then lasso the dinosaur's tail with the other end. The next few 
minutes go something like this: men yell, dinosaur comes after them, boulder gets 
dislodged and rolls downhill, Rexy quizzically watches it bounce past him, gets jerked off 
his feet and is dragged down the hill on his backside. Later on they build a siege catapult 
and try and stone the poor thing to death though when a large rock hits it right on the 
noggin you can see the rubber monster suit visibly give way. 

The film failed to get a theatrical release in the US and ended up going straight to TV 
minus a few minutes but we in the UK got to see the full length version when it played in 
cinemas. Boone is about right for the role of Thrust and despite his health problems (he 
was also suffering the effects of 
throat cancer) plays it strong and 
believable even though it's all 
tosh. Of course FIE is The Last 
Dinosaur as the film points out in 
case we hadn't already got the 
point and being left alone in 
Dinosaur Valley he's now in his 
element. I say alone but how 
come no one thinks of using 
helicopters to fly in reinforcements 
and rescue him? 
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Truth In Advertising? 
The Terrornauts (1967) 



What are we promised? 

Space Gods demanding virgin sacrifices! 
Giant monsters roaming the planet! A 
World of Nightmares! Robots! Aliens! Space 
technology and messages from across the 
stars! 

What do we get? 

Thirty minutes pass before anything 
happens. Spaceships on strings that look 
like they were filmed in somebody's shed. 
The silliest monster going. No Gods. No 
World of Nightmares. One virgin (if you say 
so) gets threatened for a few seconds. Your 
mum's old rubber bathing cap and a job lot 
of plastic funnels are the space technology. 
Charles Hawtrey faints, Patricia Hayes 
makes the tea and everybody laughs at a 
Frenchman. 

Despite the lurid advertising this is 
nothing more than a Boy's Own adventure 
for the Saturday morning kiddie klub sold as 
something more daring. Attempting to 
contact aliens via radio our heroes are 
space napped along with their entire 
building, a tea lady and Charles Hawtrey, 
taken to a deserted asteroid base and made 
to perform tests before discovering an alien 
armada is on the way to conquer Earth. 
Accidentally transported to another world a 


virgin (hah) escapes being sacrificed by a 
bunch of green-skinned aliens on top of a 
wobbly prop stone slab before the asteroid 
space base blasts off to destroy the 
invading baddies. 

Though Amicus had just made two highly 
popular film versions of the Dr. Who TV 
series the special effects here are...well... 
let's be honest, totally crap. Two suns of an 
alien world are painted on glass in front of 
the camera, the trick given away when 
smoke drifts up into the sky and goes 
BEHIND one while scenery of the alien 
world is exactly the same as a French 
archaeological dig seen earlier, though both 
look like a disused quarry in Kent. The robot 
that controls the alien base looks like it was 
made by Class 5 for Parent's Day as it bleeps 
and burbles, waves its car aerial arms and 
trundles along on furniture casters. 
Meanwhile the alien headgear that plugs 
into the futuristic storage devices - plastic 
funnels sticking out of boxes - are nothing 
more than rubber bathing caps covered in 
squiggly wires and suction cups from the 
end of toy darts. 

Things perk up a bit at the end when the 
asteroid base takes off (the makers of 
Stargate: Atlantis obviously took note) to 
confront the alien armada, all ten of them, 
though it doesn't half wobble and sway 
around alarmingly on painfully visible 
strings when attacked. Everyone manages 
to escape via a handy matter transmitter 
which the aliens seemingly stole from the 
Grand Theatre as people appear and 
disappear in a bang and a puff of smoke. 
And the less said about the ridiculous 
shambling monster with its crab arm, single 
large eye on the side and suspiciously 
placed football-sized lump the better. 

Posters for The Terrornauts go heavy on 
the busty female in bondage virgin sacrifice 
angle but the U-certificate the film was 
awarded says it all, more Bleep & Booster 
than Bimbo Bondage. And I suppose it's 
picky of me to mention the view out of the 
base window that never changes even 
when they're in space. 
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The Four Skulls Of Jonathan 
Drake (1959) 

For a 1950's horror film The Four Skulls Of 
Jonathan Drake is surprisingly grisly in parts but 
whether this makes up for the shortcomings of 
the rest of it is debatable. The cast is small in 
number and so are the number of sets which all 
adds to the feeling of cheapness but leaving that 
aside for the moment there are some scenes 
that are quite nasty for the time and there's a 
definite whiff of sadism running through the 
whole thing. 

Jonathan Drake (Eduard Franz) is falling apart, 
fearing the curse of the Drakes whereby males 
of the family die at the age of 60 and are buried 
missing their heads. When his brother Kenneth 
contacts him and mentions a shrunken head he 
and his daughter Valerie pay him a visit but 
they're too late, Kenneth is dead, apparently of a 
heart attack. But we know that he was killed by a 
strange looking South American Indian with his 
lips sewn shut and a poisonous knife who later 
breaks into the house where the embalmed 
body of Kenneth lies and cuts off his head. Trying 
to make sense of things is police lieutenant 
Rowan (Grant Richards), family physician Dr. 
Bradford (Floward Wendell) and Dr. Emil Zurich 
(Flenry Daniell) an expert on native rites. 

It's all down to events that happened two 
hundred years ago when an ancestor of 
Jonathan Drake led a party into the South 
American jungle to rescue an agent captured by 
a tribe of natives. They discover the agent has 
been beheaded and in revenge kill all the males 
of the tribe though Zutai the witch doctor 
escapes and puts a curse on the Drakes. It's 
Zutai, immortal thanks to a secret elixir and with 
the aid of Dr. Zurich who has been hunting down 
the Drakes, stealing their heads and turning 
them into shrunken trophies and the viewer is 
about to see exactly how that is done. 

Boiling the head first the skin is stripped off 
the skull then packed with hot sand and pebbles 
enabling it to shrink in size before the lips and 
eyes are sewn shut. We get to see shots of the 
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bag-like skin being sewn up then filled with 
steaming sand as well as some very well 
modelled severed heads looking much more 
realistic than the ones studios such as Hammer 
used at the time. Even the shrunken heads are 
good, the dried up miniature version of Kenneth 
Drake looking disturbingly accurate. 

Zutai kills Jonathan, the last male of the Drake 
line, with his poisoned knife but is scared off 
before he can sever his head. Lt. Rowan discovers 
that it's curare on the knife and that Drake isn't 
really dead, he only appears to be, and Dr. 
Bradford quickly administers an antidote. Angry 
that he has failed Dr. Zurich kills Dr. Bradford and 
plots to get to Drake via his daughter while Lt. 
Rowan learns that Dr. Zurich is actually the very 
same agent beheaded by the native tribe two 
hundred years ago and resurrected, his severed 
white head sewn onto the body of a darker 
skinned native and now also immortal! 

Most of the cast are pretty bland and there's a 
weak attempt to spark a love interest between 
Rowan and Valerie so the end of the film can play 
out in typical fashion. Henry Daniell is pretty 
good, his gaunt and cadaverous face alerting us 
to something not quite right about him and as a 
bonus he sounds an awful lot like British actor 
Michael Gough while Paul Wexler as Zutai with 
his sewn shut lips and parchment-like skin says 
nothing but looks eerily menacing. The ending is 
a bit of a let down, Zutai is knocked into a fire and 
simply disappears while Dr. Zurich ends up 
getting beheaded (again) as the body jump-cuts 
to a pile of dust. It does leave one thing unsaid 
though, if Kenneth Drake was also poisoned with 
curare then he wasn't really dead either, which 
means he was actually embalmed alive! 
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Parts: The Clonus Horror 
(1979) 

In an isolated desert community called 
Clonus a group of healthy, childlike adults live 
an idyllic life performing easy menial tasks 
under the control of jumpsuited guards and 
monitored by scientists. Relationships are 
forbidden and all look forward to being picked 
to leave and go live in a paradise that is called 
"America." One of them, Richard, gets curious 
and discovers that no one ever leaves for 
"America" they are in fact all clones to be 
killed and dissected when their rich and 
powerful originals age or fall ill and need new 
organs. Escaping from the community Richard 
heads to the real world, meeting his original 
self face to face while the powers behind 
Clonus take steps to dispose of him and 
anyone else who could reveal their horrific 
secret to the public. 

If you're a fan of big budget CGI action movies with plenty of explosions then that 
description does sound a little like Michael Bay's 2005 Sci-Fi thriller The Island, in fact it 
sounds a hell of a lot like it, so much so that thirty years after it was released the people 
behind the film filed a lawsuit against the makers of The Island, DreamWorks Pictures, 
for copyright infringement. Everything was set to go to trial before DreamWorks caved in 
and made a seven figure out of court settlement, not bad for a film that only cost 
$270,000 to make in the first place. 

While Parts: The Clonus Horror feels like a slick TV-quality movie complete with 70's 
political paranoia (one of the clones is a younger version of The President) it's a 
competent piece of work and if you come to it not having previously seen The Island it 
will certainly hold your attention. Peter Graves and Dick Sargent give support to a largely 
anonymous cast of good-looking Californians while Keenan Wynn is a retired journalist 
who helps Richard discover the truth about himself. Unlike The Island's happy outcome 
this one has a downbeat ending with a small thread of comfort, the final shot of which 
may have you reaching for a hankie and the film is all the better for it. 

If Parts: The Clonus Horror was an obscure film at the time The Island was being 
made it certainly wasn't a forgotten one, in 1997 it featured on Mystery Science Theatre 
3000 and is considered one of the funniest of the run. Why those involved in The Island 
thought no one would spot the similarity remains a mystery, it's not as if they took only 
the bare outline of the plot. The original lawsuit mentions well over a hundred 
similarities between the two films and there are videos online highlighting everything 
from identical settings, sequences and camera angles to plot mechanics such as the 
escape method, the way clones are processed and how they behave. Guards even wear 
the same colour jump suits! There are of course some differences but with a budget of 
126 million dollars films Michael Bay was entitled to add something extra to the mix, it's 
just a pity he didn't spend some of that money on an original script. 


The only thing they don’t use 
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Masters Of Horror: Cigarette Burns (2005) 


As Reed us begins his search he starts to see 
'Cigarette Burns' - the name given to brief flashing 
white circles used as cues to projectionists to change 
film reels - but for real, accompanied by horrific 
visions and events. And he's not alone. La Fin Absolue 
Du Monde has a power that not only affects people 
who see it but also those who come close to it and 
the closer Reed us gets to finding a copy the more 
death and madness he encounters. When he does get 
hold of the last remaining copy and gives it to Kier he 
has no idea of the horror that is to follow, and when 
he views it for himself there's one last terrible 
Cigarette Burn that will change his life forever. 

Cigarette Burns has echoes of Carpenter's In The 
Mouth Of Madness as both are about works of 
fiction with the power to change people mentally and 
physically. It's a very talky film - Carpenter called it a 
dialogue work - which makes the sudden bursts of 
extreme violence all the more effective. It may also 
take you quite a while to forget the film Kier threads 
into the projector after watching his prize! 



In 2002 ten movie directors specialising in the horror genre sat down at a restaurant in 
California for an informal get together over food and drink. Humorously calling themselves 
The Masters Of Horror the meetings became a regular event attracting names such as 
Quentin Tarantino, Dario Argento, Tobe Hopper, Rob Zombie and many other well known 
directors. Three years later under the control of writer\director Mike Garris cable network 
Showtime launched Masters Of Horror, an anthology 
series of hour long movies directed by many present 
at those restaurant gatherings. Over twenty six 
episodes and freed from network restrictions they 
pushed the boundaries of what could be shown on 
television, often in bloody, gory detail. 

Cigarette Burns was the eighth episode of the first 
season and is the one most closely connected to 
cinema and movies. Directed by John Carpenter it 
stars Norman Reedus as a man who seeks out rare 
films for others and desperately needs $200,000 to 
pay back a debt. Udo Kier is a rich film collector who 
will pay him that if he can track down a copy of La Fin 
Absolue Du Monde, a film that was only ever shown 
once in public and then destroyed after violence and 
death erupted amongst the watching audience. Kier 
already owns some props from the film, a thin pale 
creature he keeps in chains with wounds on his back 
and a pair of angel-like wings that may have been cut 
from the creature. 
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Bloody Pit Of Horror (1965) 
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It could be said of Mickey Hargitay that he was 
the 1960's equivalent of Arnold 
Schwarzenegger, a bodybuilder who went 
from minor fame to celebrity status 
appearing in films where he said little 
but showed a lot of skin. Weirdly in an 
early film role Schwarzenegger played 
•' the part of Hargitay in the TV biopic The 
Jayne Mansfield Story (1980) 
dramatising his relationship and 
marriage to film star Jayne Mansfield. 
Unlike Arnie, Mickey never progressed to 
better roles ending up in low budget 
movies like Bloody Pit Of Horror, a sleazy 
Italian production that Hargitay plays so 
over the top as he goes about his evil work 
even your granny would probably enjoy 
watching this. 

Three hundred years ago the scarlet- 
garbed Crimson Executioner was 
sentenced to death for torturing and 
killing innocent people. Sealed into a 
spiked iron maiden in the dungeon of his 
own castle he swore revenge. Cut to 
today and a mixed group of people 
including four models dubbed The Cover 
Girls come across the same castle as 
they look for a location to shoot a horror 
-themed photo novel. Now owned by 
reclusive former Hollywood star Travis 
Anderson (Hargitay) - "he used to be a 
muscleman in costume films" -he 
allows them to stay the night but 
insists they not enter the dungeon 
which of course they ignore resulting 
in the seal of the iron maiden being 
broken and an old torture device 
killing again. 

Despite more deaths and the 
reappearance of the Crimson 
Executioner any hint of the 
supernatural is soon scotched when it 
turns out that Anderson believes 
himself to be inhabited by the spirit of 
the Crimson Executioner, dressing as 
him and carrying on the killing. This is 
told to his ex fiancee Edith, one of his 
guests, as he stands before a mirror slowly 
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oiling his chest and arms explaining he 
wanted to be alone because a 
woman's love would have destroyed 
him. This might go some way to 
explaining the two burly male 
servants he shares the castle with but 
perhaps it's best not to dig too deeply 
into that! Capturing everyone and 
now totally off the deep end 
Anderson straps them into various 
diabolical devices and runs around 
maniacally a-killing and a-torturing like 
some hyperactive child in a sweet 


shop. 

While this seems gruesomely 
violent and most of the women end 
up minus a lot of clothes it was the 
1960's after all so it's not quite as 
explicit as it sounds, the mood 
lightened by Hargitay gleefully 
explaining each horror... "The Crimson 
Executioner invented the torture of icy 
water for creatures like YOU!" Hargitay 
doesn't chew the scenery he swallows 
it whole and comes back for seconds! 
At the end and following the 
appearance of a second Crimson 
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Executioner Anderson dies, falling into the embrace of a decidedly male-looking dummy 
with poison spikes dubbed 'The Lover of Death'. Subtle it is not. 

There's a strong element throughout of old pulp magazines with names like 'Thrills For 
Men' with their luridly drawn covers of women suffering sadistic indignities and critics 
have written about the pro-male anti-female sentiments running throughout but to be 
fair an equal number of male and female victims end up dead by the end. The film was 
denied a certificate by the BBFC in 1967 and has never been released on video here but 
it's not really the gorefest that implies. Hargitay single-handedly turns this into a cult film 
and it's well worth a watch but don't pay too much attention to the logic of it all! 
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The New Odeon Cinema was built on the razed site of the Plaza cinema on the 
Kingsway in Swansea city centre by the Rank Organisation and opened for business in 
May 1967. Designed to be prestigious, new and modern what that meant architecturally 
at the time was straight lines, boxes and concrete and it may well have been the ugliest 
building in the city! The cinema and a TESCO supermarket shared the same structure, 
the cinema perched above the store with a box office entrance that cut into the middle 
of the supermarket resulting in it having two entrances and two separate banks of tills. 

The street-level box office was meant primarily to be used for advance ticket sales and 
anyone turning up for a show had to ascend a narrow angled staircase to the ticket 
counter on the first floor. Long 
queues often meant this 
claustrophobic staircase was 
jammed full of people to a level 
that Health & Safety definitely 
wouldn't allow today! The first 
floor ticket counter was situated 
in the middle of an open space 
with windows and an outside 
balcony that the public couldn't 
access to one side and a 
concession stand to the other. 

Inside was quite luxurious and 
inviting with plenty of room to 
stand around before the show 

and during intermissions Swansea Odeon Cinema circa 1989. 

especially in a curved area 
behind the concessions. 


Image: Fabian Breckels (CCBY3.0) 

Access to the auditorium was via two sets of steps that opened out about a third of 
the way from the back. The rake of the seats for this back third leading up to the 
projection booth was a little steeper than the rest of the seating which sloped gently 
down to a large projection screen. Seating capacity was approximately 1400 but you had 
to make sure you didn't find yourself sitting in the first half dozen rows if you wanted to 
avoid a stiff neck from looking up all the time. Being caught short was also an ordeal as 
the toilets were situated behind the screen which meant a long walk to the front of the 
cinema in full view of the entire audience! 

When The Odeon opened it led with The Sound Of Music, a 1965 film that had 
already played the local Albert Hall a few times, which the new cinema ran for several 
weeks. This showing of one long older but popular film instead of the usual double bill 
may have been deliberate on the part of Rank in order to get customers used to a money 
saving change by some cinema chains that had started to drop the second 'B' picture and 
only show one film. So Odeon programming tended to be single-show big name titles, at 
least for the first decade or so. 
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It was The Odeon you visited to see the latest James Bond, Disney, Summer 
blockbuster or first-run star vehicle often in a Roadshow presentation with its own 
special pre-show and intermission musical score. Most people who went will remember 
coloured lights sweeping over the screen before the house lights dimmed followed by 
the usual trailers and Pearl & Dean advertising which always included one for Gordon's 
gin with its slow motion ice cubes. As things got tough with cinema-going in general 
even the Odeon had to compromise and run whatever they could which meant films like 
Lucio Fulci's splattery Zombie Flesheaters when it played for a week at the start of the 
1980's. 

Like Sunday School the Saturday morning children's show at the Odeon was 
something I only attended once, lured by the promise of a gruesomely titled film only to 
discover The Iron Maiden was an old traction engine not a bloody instrument of torture! 
Better still were the one-off specials they sometimes ran mid week mornings - Terror of 
Mechagodzilla, an unidentified Italian Maciste peplum and most impressive of all the 
original 1933 King Kong on a BIG cinema screen. I'm sure there were more mainstream 
titles on view but to a young cinema-goer at the time Casablanca was a place and 
Citizen Kane just a bloke. 

The Odeon lasted as a single screen cinema until 1982 when it was converted into a 
three-screen multiplex, losing 250 seats. It eventually shut its doors in December 1997 
triggered in part by the rise of domestic video viewing. From then on it was home to a 
number of popular bars and clubs before being remodelled as the nightclub complex 
Oceana. Now demolished to make way for the redevelopment of the city centre there's 
absolutely nothing left of what was one of Swansea's landmarks, that ugly lovely 
building. 



The former Swansea Odeon Cinema circa. 2012. 
Image Copyright Google 2020 United Kingdom 
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Funny Bones (1995) 


"We were funny people, we didn't have to tell funny stories WE were funny, 
we had funny bones!" 


You may be forgiven after watching the first few minutes of Funny Bones that a 
comedy it is not when a man is cut to pieces by the spinning propeller of a boat and one 
of his severed feet washes up on the golden sands of Blackpool Beach. But it is funny, 
and gentle, and shocking, and ridiculous and melancholic and perhaps more than any 
other film about the business of comedy shows just how scary it can be to make people 
laugh. 

Tommy Fawkes (Oliver Platt) is the son of comedy great George Fawkes (Jerry Lewis) 
but unlike his father he's a total flop at being funny. When a Las Vegas appearance 
bombs Tommy returns incognito to Blackpool where he spent his childhood looking to 
buy a comedy act he can be a hit with in America. Old secrets are revealed when he 
meets up with Bruno and Thomas Parker (Freddie Davies and George Carl) former 
partners with George Fawkes before he stole their act and emigrated to America, using it 
to establish himself and become a success. 



Tommy discovers he has a half-brother, the fragile, damaged but incredibly talented 
Jack played by stand-up comedian Lee Evans. Jack is the result of an affair between his 
father and Bruno's wife Katie (Leslie Caron) who like the Parkers were left to fend for 

themselves when George left. But 
Jack did something terrible in the 
past and when Tommy asks him to 
take him to the edge, to do whatever 
it takes to gain the love of an 
audience, he has no idea of the price 
he'll end up having to pay. 

This Blackpool is the haunt of the 
elderly; pensioners on the beach, fish 
and chips in the cold, old fashioned 
telephones and a sense of nothing 
moving forward. Older viewers may 
remember Freddie "Parrotface" 
Davies and here he is joined by real- 
life circus clown George Carl at the 
age of 79 in his first film appearance. 
Davies and Carl are not the only old- 
timers though, the auditions Tommy 
has to sit through in his search 
include all too brief appearances by 
The Cox Twins, rubber-faced dancer 
Fred Evans, celebrity pickpocket 
Mark Raffles and wife doing a poodle 
act and a host of other real-life 
veterans performing their speciality 
routines. 


LEWIS 


Y LOOK AT 
TWO COMEDIANS 
WHO’LL DO 
ANYTHING 
FOR A LAUGH! 




Of course the presence of Jerry 
Lewis towers over them all, 
returning to Blackpool and telling 
Tommy some uncomfortable 
truths as well as trying to make 
amends to the Parkers. Lewis 
even gets to do his old mugging 
in flashback scenes but he has a 
hard time competing with Lee 
Evans who shows why he was 
being compared to Norman 
Wisdom at the time. There's an 
unnecessary subplot involving 
Jack, a bent copper and some 
unusual eggs stolen from French 
smugglers by order of bigwig 
Dolly Hopkins - an underused 
Oliver Reed - who then come 
looking to get them back. It does 
however lead to a morbidly 
funny scene where Jack and 
Tommy break into a mortuary to 
retrieve the severed feet (another 
one has been found) and manage to get rather too close to the corpses while doing so. 

The UK poster and DVD cover do a good job of totally misrepresenting the film. The 

"Two comedians who'll do 
anything for a laugh!" are not 
Lewis and Platt but Platt and 
Lee, who doesn't even get a 
mention and Lewis and Platt 
don't perform together while 
Lewis as a French Legionnaire is 
seen only in a flashback to his 
early days. That aside it's good 
to see old troupers being given 
a chance to appear on screen 
again and the presence of Jerry 
Lewis, Leslie Caron and Oliver 
Reed in what is really just a 
small British film certainly adds 
weight. Platt's character starts 
out a privileged wannabe but as 
he and Evans work together 
becomes more human and 
likeable, though it's only at the 
end he comes to realize that 
comedy and tragedy are 
separated by a very fine line 
indeed. 
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Truth In Advertising? 

The Manster (1962) 

What are we promised? 

Half human half monster! Two headed 
terror! A man split in two! The laboratory of 
the damned! Brutalized women! Exploding 
volcanoes! All played out before your startled 
eyes! 

What do we get? 

A man with a rubber head strapped to his 
shoulder. A monster that looks like a shaggy 
rug. The smallest volcano in the world. Hairy 
hands. Joke shop teeth. Lots of running. 

"Worthy of the great horror classics of our 
time." "A ghastly elegance that suggests 
Tennessee Williams!" Americans might have 
been impressed by those quotes from the 
poster of The Manster but they actually refer 
to the film it was double-billed with, The 
Horror Chamber Of Dr. Faustus. Although 
this second film sounds like a cheesy shocker 
it was actually a retitling of Georges Franju's 
masterful and horrific LesYeaux Sans 
Visage\Eyes Without A Face while The 
Manster can't even convincingly pull off its 
main special effect which elicits laughs rather 
than shudders. 



Filmed in Japan, American reporter Larry 
Stanford meets with doolally Doctor Suzuki 
at his volcano laboratory who drugs and 
injects him in the shoulder with a chemical 
designed to induce evolution. Stanford starts 
to change, becoming nasty and violent and 
finding scabby skin on his shoulder that first 
turns into a third eye and then a complete 
second head! Saddled with hairy hands, 
sharp teeth, unkempt hair and a dodgy face 
he turns into a killer, murdering a Buddhist 
priest, a woman, a psychiatrist and several 
policemen. Chased down by the police he 
confronts Suzuki at his lab, kills him and then 
splits in half, becoming his normal self and 
spawning a shaggy ape creature he manages 
to push to its death into the volcano. 

For a film that has a man with two heads 
as its basis you would think they'd go all out 
to make the second bonce convincing but no, 
Halloween pumpkins are more expressive 
than what one critic said looked like "a 
carved coconut." It bounces along as Larry 
runs, and runs (and runs!) over roofs, 
through cemeteries, along roads, up ladders, 
down ladders pursued at one point by thirty 
policemen in one big group. You half expect 
to hear Benny Hill's YakkitySax music during 
these scenes! Suzuki's volcanic laboratory, 
laughingly depicted by a small plaster 
volcano set back a few yards in the distance 
brings new meaning to the word 
"unconvincing." Just how Larry manages to 
split in two without dribbling blood and guts 
all over the place is a mystery, a handy tree 
manages to spare the viewer the gory details 
when what looks like Chewbacca's little 
brother squeezes out from one side and a 
fully intact Larry from the other. But there 
are some effective moments, the tolling of a 
bell involving the corpse of a policeman and 
the death of the priest who Larry tries to get 
help from stand out. It's just a shame that 
laughable second head has to keep spoiling 
things. 

A lot of films advertise themselves with 
blurbs like "you'll never forget the horror you 
see”which in The Manster's case is perfectly 
true, no matter how hard you try. 
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The Mask Of Fu Manchu (1932) 


One of the films Hollywood had in mind when they introduced the Hays Office in 1934 
to combat growing explicitness in movies was The Mask Of Fu Manchu. Based on the 
novel by Sax Rohmer this 68 minute production packs in sadism, sexual perversity, 
violence and racism to an extent that protests were raised by the Chinese government at 
the time and it was still being called offensive and demeaning to Asian-Americans when 
it was reissued in 1972. As late as 1992 certain scenes and dialogue were cut for home 
video but fortunately these have been reinstated in later releases. 

Nayland Smith (Lewis Stone) of the British Secret Service tells archaeologist Sir Lionel 
Barton he must find the tomb of Genghis Khan before Oriental criminal mastermind Dr. 
Fu Manchu (Boris Karloff). Fu Manchu intends to use the buried sword and mask of 
Ghengis Khan as symbols to unite the people of Asia in a war against the white races. 
Barton is kidnapped and tortured by Fu Manchu to reveal the location of the tomb but 
his daughter Sheila, boyfriend Terry and two archaeologists travel to Asia and unearth 
the tomb first, removing the treasures. 

Fu Manchu's men attempt to steal the sword and mask but fail, killing one of the 
archaeologists. Then the severed hand of Barton is used to persuade Terry to trade the 
artefacts for his life but unbeknownst to Terry the items he delivers to 
Fu Manchu are fakes created by Nayland Smith who has 
joined the expedition. Discovering the 

* deception Fu Manchu hands Terry over 
to his sadistic daughter Fah Lo See 
(Myrna Loy) who lusts after him and 
has him severely whipped. Fu 
Manchu kills Barton, dumping 
his corpse in front of Sheila 

I 
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and when Nayland Smith tries to rescue Terry he too is captured. 

Terry is drugged and turned into an obedient slave of Fu Manchu and his daughter. He 
leads Sheila and archaeologist Von Berg into a trap where they are taken prisoner by Fu 
Manchu along with the real sword and mask. Sheila manages to break Fah Lo See's 
control over Terry but all are to suffer terrible fates - Nayland Smith in a pit of crocodiles, 
Von Berg between walls of moving steel spikes and Terry as a permanent slave of Fah Lo 
See. Sheila is to be sacrificed at a gathering of tribal chiefs where Fu Manchu will use the 
sword and mask to ignite the war. 

Managing to escape, Nayland Smith overpowers the guards and frees Terry and Von 
Berg. Discovering Fu Manchu's laboratory and electric death ray they turn it against him 
just as he is about to kill Sheila in front of a baying crowd. Terry rescues Sheila and slays Fu 
Manchu while Nayland Smith and Von Berg use the death ray to kill everyone else. On a 
ship heading home, Nayland Smith drops the sword into the sea to prevent anyone 
misusing it warning "there may be other Fu Manchu's in the future." 

The Yellow Peril threat is laid on thick, unlike upright Englishmen they skulk in shadows, 
knife people in the back, frequent drug dens and brothels and we're left in no doubt what 
they have in store for decent white men. And women. As Fu Manchu exhorts his followers 



to "conquer and breed.....kill the white man and take his 
women!" Karloff's Fu Manchu is an evil sadist who'll 
stop at nothing to get what he wants, cajoling Barton 
for the location of the tomb he offers him money, 
women and even his daughter. When that fails he has 
him tied beneath a constantly tolling bell, gleefully 
telling him of the days of suffering to come and how 
he'll end up "unspeakablyfoul." 

After seeing the ecstatic expression on Fah Lo See's 
face as Terry is being whipped it's obvious that if he 
becomes her obedient slave he'll be expected to do 
more than just serve tea! Her fate at the end is left 
unknown, the film does seem a bit choppy at times so 
it may be that her demise proved too much and ended 
up on the cutting room floor never to be seen. That 
more violent scenes were filmed than made it to the 
final cut is backed up by photos showing Fu Manchu 
about to behead a servant and introducing Nayland 
Smith to his torture devices. A bit too much for 1930's 
audiences perhaps? 

The Mask Of Fu Manchu seems to have joined films 



such as Disney's 
Song Of The 
South deemed 
too offensive to 
be viewed by 
today's woke 
audience. That's 
not bad going for 
a ninety year old. 
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Too Hot To Handle (1960) 


In 1960 Fox Studios loaned out blonde bomb¬ 
shell Jayne Mansfield to star in two pictures 
made in England, this was not largesse on their 
part but a way of cutting costs while still 
fulfilling their contractual obligations. One of 
the films was Too Hot To Handle, a sexy mix of 
strippers and gangsters set in London's Soho 
that proved to be just that for American 
cinemagoers.... too hot to handle. 

LeoGenn is Johnny Solo, owner of the Pink 
Flamingo nightclub and Mansfield is Midnight 
Franklin, his girlfriend and star attraction. Solo is 
in competition with a rival club run by 
Diamonds Dinelli (Sheldon Lawrence) and finds 
himself the target of threats and extortion 
masterminded by Dinelli. Things are made 
more difficult when he hires under age dancer 
Ponytail (Barbara Windsor in her first credited 
screen role and dubbed with a "gee willickers" 
American accent) and has to pander to a rich 
backer who likes getting rough with the girls. 
Add to the mix an educated foreign stripper 
with a mysterious past, a journalist writing a 
story about the club and trouble amongst the 
girls backstage and things don't look good for 
the Pink Flamingo. 

Though set in a striptease club it's more an 
exotic dance venue with the girls wearing very 
little as they perform and while there's no overt 
nudity most of the girls wear 'pasties' of various 
sizes to cover their nipples when they dance. 
Mansfield sings two songs and though she plays 
Franklin as an intelligent and loving partner to 
Solo when she performs she's in full on sex- 
bomb mode, especially for the title song. 
Mansfield's costume for this number is 
completely see-through with strategically 
placed sequins to cover her modesty, or rather 
they would if she kept still but as she jiggles and 
wiggles the sequins often lose the battle. For an 
African native number with subdued lighting it 
looks like they forgot to glue on the pasties and 
there's very little clothing to get wet during a 
Balinese Rain Dance number. It's all quite strong 
for the time and British and American 




audiences would have been shocked if 
they'd seen it, which alas they didn't. 

The title proved apt, the film was too 
hot to be released by a major film studio 
who replaced most of the dances with 
alternative takes of the girls wearing more 
clothing. Backstage scenes were cut or the 
girls covered up, dances were restaged, a 
catfight amongst the girls was shortened 
and for one number smoke was optically 
added to reduce the visibility of the girls. 
But Mansfield's title song was a different 
matter; there was no alternate take, 
Mansfield wasn't around for reshoots and 
it couldn't be dropped as it was the title 
song! 

Unable to call on modern CGI editing of 
the sort that removed Henry Cavill's 
moustache from 2017's Justice League 
Mansfield's accidental exposures were 
obscured by overlaying a small animated 
white effect over her breasts frame by 
frame. The drawback was this couldn't be 
done in colour so the whole film was 
reduced to black and white just to cover 
up those few minutes and it was this 
censored version that was released to 
cinemas instead. But while nipple slips 
were out violence was apparently OK, 
when Ponytail is killed by the sadistic 
backer the black and white version shows 
this for longer and more graphically, and 
as Ponytail is supposed to be barely 


sixteen this is quite a shocking extra. 

Fortunately the original colour version was released uncensored in Germany and while 
the dialogue was dubbed into German Mansfield's two songs - including the one with 
those moving sequins - were left untouched. Though Jayne Mansfield will always be 
known as a big-busted Marilyn Monroe wannabe her acting here in the more serious 
parts is pretty damn good and her final tearful scene as the movie ends shows there was 
a lot more range to her than just pouting and leaning forward. 

AFTER 
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Future Hunters (1988) 

In the year 2025 Earth is a blighted nuclear 
wasteland. Lone rebel Matthew scours The 
Forbidden Zone for the fabled Spear of Longinus to 
use its power to time travel and prevent the 
holocaust from happening. Cue a Mad Max-style 
car chase with guns, rockets explosions and tanks 
before Matthew is captured by the evil warlord Zar, 
escapes from prison, kills a load of baddies and 
finds the head of the spear in a temple as Zar and 
his tanks blow the building to pieces. Which is not 
bad going the first ten minutes! 

Don't invest too much time in Matthew, he gets 
killed a few minutes after travelling back to 1986 
and handing the spear head to Slade (Robert 
Patrick) and Michelle (Linda Carol) tasking them to 
find the shaft of the spear to prevent Armageddon. 
Slade is a pretty useless scrapper but by the end of 
the film he'll somehow possess combat skills the 
SAS would reject him for as being overqualified! 
Here's a quick rundown as to what happens to our 
heroes after meeting Matthew.. 

Threatened by baddies. Chased by baddies. Baddies 
car explodes. Travel to Hong Kong. Meet Kung Fu 
friend. Watch Kung Fu friend beat Kung Fu Master 
in fight. Threatened again by baddies. Beat up baddies. Get kidnapped by baddies. Discover 
baddies are Nazis. Escape from exploding house. Fly helicopter. Jump out of helicopter. Fly 
plane. Jump out of plane into Philippine jungle. Get captured by Nazis again. Get attacked by 
drug gang on horseback. Escape from Nazis. Blow up bridge. Discover pygmy tribe. Get 
adopted by pygmies. Infiltrate drug gang. Have sword fight. Kill drug gang. Get captured by 
Nazis again. Escape from Nazis. Get captured by lost tribe of Amazon women. Defeat 
undefeatable Amazon warrior. Discover shaft of spear. Fight boss Nazi. Unite spear. Kill boss 
Nazi. Start earthquake. Amazons die. Pygmies cheer. Earth is saved. 

Robert Patrick was only a couple of years away from the big time playing theT-1000 liquid 
metal killer in Terminator 2 and puts in a solid performance here, he really earns his pay 
especially in the last half hour. Patrick has no qualms machine-gunning Nazis down en masse 
and bringing the pain to head Nazi Fielding (Ed Crick) who's suitably villainous as the 
instigator of the coming apocalypse. Unfortunately co-star Linda Carol never made it out of 
low budget land, leaving show business for good in 2000. 

With a bigger budget Future Hunters could have given the likes of Romancing The Stone 
and King Solomon's Mines a run for their money. As it stands it's a decent cheap actioner 
that keeps the viewer on their toes with abrupt changes in genre, throwing in an explosion 
every few minutes to keep things moving along. If you don't expect too much then you may 
come away pleasantly surprised. 
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Frankenstein 1970 


You have to wonder about the 
intelligence of the people in this 
movie when Baron Frankenstein 
(Boris Karloff) explains away his 
purchase of an atomic reactor by 
saying it's to provide electricity to 
run his castle! Poor old 
Frankenstein has been selling off 
the family treasures in his German 
home in order to fund the usual 
experiments with cadavers and is running a bit short, which is why he's got an American 
television crew staying at his castle making a show about the Frankenstein legend. 

Sneaking away to a secret lab in the vaults he's got a bandage-wrapped creature all 
ready to be atomic-ed back to life but it's missing some parts. A brain comes courtesy of 
his unwilling butler, the eyes from an old friend and while the creature goes on to kill a 
couple of Americans it seems their body parts are decidedly inferior so they end up in 
the bin. It all comes to an end when the creature turns on his maker and both die in a 
cloud of radioactive steam. 

Lacking a hunch-backed helper or glamorous assistant Karloff spends large portions of 
the film alone speaking into a tape recorder explaining the current medical procedure 
he's working on and telling the history of the Frankenstein lineage and their past 
attempts to create life. This second speech turns out to be staged, all part of the TV show 
being made as is the taut atmospheric opening where a girl is stalked and strangled in 
the woods by a monster. But when the fake horror turns out to be more scary than the 
rest of the film you know it's in trouble. 

Despite the title it's not actually set in 1970, merely a date added to make it sound 
futuristic and while it somehow managed to be filmed in Cinemascope it shows off none 
of the wide vistas that process was designed for. Also missing are details of the monster, 
wrapped head to toe in bandages he looks more like The Mummy than something 
stitched together from leftovers. You can't help feeling this was a film made by people 
who didn't care that much, just listen to the local police inspector who appears to come 
from the New York Bronx area of Germany! 
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If there's one thing cinema managers aren't choosy about it's who comes to see their 
pictures, as long as you've got the money and don't fall foul of age restrictions then all 
are welcome. The same goes for film distributors, they're in the business of making 
money not turning paying customers away but that hasn't stopped them in the past 
from coming up with ways of trying to persuade punters 
NOT to come and see their wares. Of course it was all 
hokum aimed at persuading the gullible that here was 
something special they really should see, as long as they 
were the right kind of person that is. 

First off don't tell them anything. Ads for Jess Franco's 
1968 Succubus gave no idea what it was about suggesting 
customers phone the cinema so the meaning of the title 
could be explained to them. Mansion Of The Doomed 
(1976) boasted of things so horrifying they couldn't even 
be hinted at in the poster, but once the lights went down it 
was just another take on the plot of Les Yeux Sans Visage. 

Silent Night Deadly Night in 1984 was one of the many 

films "they" didn't want you to see and "they" wanted to ban but with a very public 

THE MOVIE THAT WEHT TOO FAR! 

...that so outraged Hollywood 
the Government 
and parents everywhere. 

THEY TRIED TO BAN IT! 


Because of the unusual 
nature of the title, we 
suggest you ca ll 
BHMIIH for the 
full meaning so that 
you wili not be 
surprised by the 
sophisticated subject 
matter of this film. 



succubus ' 3 ? 

THE sensual experience of *69 


backlash against its depiction of a killer 
Santa Claus "they" weren't that far wrong. 
For horror films it was almost obligatory 
to suggest that those with weak hearts 
not attend but for The Gore Gore Girls 
from Herschell G. Lewis it was out and out 
forbidden - in case you laughed too hard 
at the cheesy gore effects presumably. The 
same goes if you were a Demonophobiac- 
someone with a phobia of demons - 


...the movie so shocking, 
so disturbing 

THEY DIDH’T WANT YOU TO SEE IT! . T . _ .._ . 

hoping to see 1963 s Twice Told Tales 

though they also forbad anyone with a fear of ghosts or the supernatural just for good 
measure. Hammer's Abominable Snowman Of The Himalayas dared viewers to "see it 
alone" but the resulting lack of ticket sales had probably more to do with the slow set- 
bound action than prospective scaredy cats. 

In the days when you didn't have to wait until a film ended before entering the 
auditorium, horrors such as Devil Doll, Happy Birthday To Me and Torso to name but a 
few would (supposedly) bar entry during the last ten minutes. It does make sense, 
there's not much point in wasting 80 
minutes watching the cast get killed off one 
by one if you already know whodunit. For 
the 1962 version of The Cabinet Of Caligari 
you couldn't enter in the last 13 minutes, for 
1971's Zaat it was 15 minutes and Roger 
Corman's notorious cheapy The Terror 


NOTICE. 

PERSONS WITH HEART CONDITIONS 
PROHIBITED FROM ENTERING 
THIS THEATRE 
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NO ONE WILL BE 
AOMITTEO WHILE 
THE COFFIN IS 
BEING OPENEO! 


barred you from entering while the coffin was being opened. How 
you'd know when that was happening while waiting outside was 
sheer guesswork. At the other end Bob Clark's Monkey's Paw 
inspired Deathdream (1972) barred entry five minutes after 
the picture began 


while Alfred 
Hitchcock's Psycho 
punished latecomers 
by preventing entry 
from the moment the 


LEGAL NOTICE 


g>tatp of iHouTBiana 


PARISH OF ORLEANS 


CITY OF NEW ORLEANS 


JSe il J&noton, That on this iirM ikh jay Q f 

Mav in the year One Thousand Nine Hundred and sixty six 

BEFORE ME, james j.gleason m 
a NOTARY PUBLIC, duly commissioned and qualified, in and for the 
Parish of Orleans, State of Louisiana, and in the presence of the 
witnesses hereinafter named and undersigned, 

PERSONALLY CAME AND APPEARED: 

M A RIPPS a person of the full age of majority, who declared unto 


Q-Cvtn^ C). 


picture started. And unlike the lip service paid 
to other films with time restrictions Hitchcock 
made sure that policy was rigidly enforced. 

Once you'd passed the uniformed police 
officers tasked by the distributors to keep 
children away from Poor White Trash 2 (crime 
must have been low in those days) shown your 
ID at the box office to prove you were over 18 
to see 1972's Prison Girls and received a face to 
face warning from the ushers of the horror that 
awaited you in Mario Bava's Twitch Of The 
Death Nerve then you were free to enter. Other 
films required more stringent conditions to be 
met before you could sit down; Blood Orgy Of 
The She Devils had patrons breathing on a card 
and hoping the orange 'Hypnotic Eye' printed 
on it didn't change colour while for some early 
showings of George Romero's classic Night Of 
The Living Dead nervous viewers had to sign a 
facsimile of their own death certificate absolving the cinema of any blame in case the 
horrors proved too much. 

Perhaps the most convoluted restriction was for Francis Ford Coppola's Dementia 13 
in 1963. Customers would be handed 'The D-13 Test', a card with thirteen Yes\No 
questions such as "Have you ever spoken aloud to yourself in a mirror?" and "Do you feel 
that as a child you were rejected by one or both of your parents?" You then had to 

consult a complicated table to 
come up with a total based on 
your answers, score more than ten 
and you were advised not to see 
the film. Score six or more and it 
was suggested you visit your 
physician and arrange for a Mental 
Health Examination! 


*0 ***y\&\ 







DEATH CERTIFICATE 

I the undersigned take full responsibility of viewing: 

AN EVENING WITH THE UNDEAD 

“NIGHT OF THE LIVING DEAD” 
“BLOOD AND BLACK LACE” 

And by signing my own death certificate I hereby release this 
theatre of any liability, should my death occur during and/or 
following the showing of the above mentioned motion 
pictures. 

Cause of Death:_ 




Time of Death:_ 


Ticket Holder’s Signature 


(If you would like to take the D-13 
Test yourself it is included as an 
Appendix to the book.) 
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In 1959 animator Ray Harryhausen 
approached film producer Edward Small 
and tried to interest him in backing a 
colourful version of the Arabian Nights story 
The 7th Voyage Of Sinbad that mixed live action 
and stop-motion animation. Small turned him down then watched it go on to become one 
of the most popular films of the year making a heap of money for backer Charles Schneer 
instead. Small decided to rectify his mistake by producing a film similar to 7th Voyage and if 
imitation was the sincerestform of flattery then Small was going to flatter the hell out of it! 

Small hired Kerwin Mathews, Torin Hatcher and Nathan Jury respectively the stars and 
director of The 7th Voyage Of Sinbad for Jack The Giant Killer, a film based on old Cornish 
legends. As the production was a fantastical tale of magic, giants and monsters 
Harryhausen was the obvious choice to handle the Special Effects but he was busy on other 
projects so Small ended up with young animator Jim Danforth and FX company Project 
Unlimited instead. Small announced he had spent two years coming up with 'Fantascope' a 
secret process to combine real actors and animated models on screen but it turned out to 
be nothing more than the same technique Harryhausen used in his films which Danforth 
later admitted "borrowing" from him. 

Mathews is Jack, a farmer who interrupts the plan of evil sorcerer Pendragon (Hatcher) 
to kidnap Princess Elaine (Judi Meredith) when he slays the magician's servant the giant 
Cormoran. Knighted by the King Jack is made a protector of the Princess but an attempt to 
smuggle her to safety by sea is foiled when Pendragon's witches steal her away and the 
ship's captain is killed. Cast adrift by a mutinous crew Jack and young Peter, the Captain's 
son, are rescued by Sigurd a friendly Viking who owns a tiny leprechaun sealed in a bottle 
that only speaks in rhyme. Sailing to Pendragon's remote island Jack uses leprechaun magic 
to confront Pendragon in his castle and rescue the Princess unaware that she has been 
enchanted by Pendragon who plans to rule England through his control of her. 

Betrayed by the bewitched Elaine Jack is captured but with the help of Peter and Sigurd 
who have been turned into animals escapes and frees the Princess from her spell. 
Pendragon sends the two-headed giant Galligantua after them but the leprechaun conjures 
up a tentacled sea beast that fights and kills it allowing them all to sail away. Enraged 
Pendragon turns himself into a large winged gargoyle that attacks the ship before Jack leaps 
on his back and fights with him in the skies. Slicing the Gargoyle's neck with his sword it 
plunges to its death causing the castle to explode turning everyone back to normal, the 


Jack The Giant Killer (1962) 
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leprechaun is freed and all ends happily ever after for Jack and 
the Princess. 

It took Small over three years to bring the project to the 
screen and not only did he copy the plot of 7th Voyage but 
pretty much the rest of it. So 7th Voyage has a magical genie 
in a lamp, a horned goat-hooved Cyclops, an attack by a huge 
winged roc and a battle between two monsters while Jack The 
Giant Killer has a magic leprechaun in a bottle, a horned goat- 
hooved giant, an attack by a huge winged gargoyle and a 
battle between two monsters. But Danforth was no 
Harryhausen and though he would later go on to produce 
some exceptional stop-motion sequences the animation of 
the creatures here is far from polished, he was even cheated 
out of an on-screen credit for his work! Not helping were the 
models Project Unlimited supplied to Danforth which appear 
ugly and unfinished with their shiny rubber latex skins as 
unconvincing as the simple expressions on the faces they're 
saddled with. 

It's not that the film is terrible, it's actually quite effective at 
times with some scary scenes, it just feels that not much effort 
has been put into things - Sinbad battles an animated skeleton 
trying to kill him while Jack has one on strings that lifts an arm. 
Even the Fantascope process of placing a creature into the 
scenery is used sparingly, for most of the time it's just a model 
matted in or put in front of a back projection screen. There are 
flashes of excellence however, the attack by Cormoran on Jack 
and the Princess inside a mill is very well done as are all the 
hand-drawn smoke, fire, magical beams and sorcerous effects. 
When the Princess is enchanted by Pendragon a mirror 
reflects a seductive glamorous version of herself, a yellow¬ 
eyed, lipsticked Evil Elaine with long nails and diaphanous 
robes who looks like she'd be a lot more fun than the original! 

If Small was hoping to emulate the success of 7th Voyage 
then he was disappointed, the film flopped and when 
Columbia Pictures the distributors of the Sinbad film 
threatened legal action because it was just TOO similar to 
their film Small had to pull the film and ended up in a lawsuit 
with his distributor. Years later Small released a bizarre kiddie 
friendly musical version of the film, cutting out some of the 
more scary parts, replacing the opening and closing credits 
and changing the Bernard Herrmann sound-alike music with 
something more happy and upbeat. Worse than that, the 
leprechaun now sings all his words and several scenes are 
overdubbed with sickly sweet songs, replacing dramatic 
dialogue so it appears the actors are singing their lines 
instead, changing words to fit the lip movements. It's truly 
bizarre to watch especially after seeing the original version 
and plays out as ridiculous as it sounds. 
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FROM THE OCEAN DEPTHS THEY STRIKE... 
TO TERRORISE... TO MUTE... AND TO KUU 

Humanoids From The Deep (1980) 


If you've ever wondered just what The Creature From The Black Lagoon or all those 
other monsters that carry off women have in mind for them then this is the film for you. 
In the words of Ann Turkel as Dr. Susan Drake the reason man-sized fish mutant. 


Humanoids are going after girls in the small fishing village of Noy California is because 
they "...are driven to mate with man now in order to further develop their incredible 
evolution" which is a polite way of saying they attack females, rip off their clothes and 
forcibly have sex with them. 

But there's no need to worry when our hero is played by the solid Doug McClure who 
discovers that a spate of gruesome deaths, missing teenagers, boat explosions and the 
dismembered remains of his own dog are down to special DNA used illegally by a 
canning company to increase the size of their salmon. This has made its way into the 
food chain resulting in fish mutating into long-armed big-brained hybrid creatures that 
can both swim and walk. In what is basically a remake of 1964's The Horror Of Party 
Beach with added gore, violence, nudity and explosions the slimy creatures graphically 
rip faces in half, tear off heads, slash open ribcages and go wild when they see a female, 
throwing themselves on top of them and...errr...developing their incredible evolution. 

The excellent Humanoid costumes were designed and built by a young Rob Bottin and 
the film has a number of well implemented blood and gore effects as well. This being a 
low budget Roger Corman production only one 'hero' monster costume was built along 
with two other semi-practical suits and these are used for all shots of creatures in the 
film. Which is quite an achievement when hordes(l) of them attack the annual fishing 
festival and rip and slash their bloody way through the crowd in order to get to the 
women. Director Barbara Peeters does a good job in making something out of nothing 
but it wasn't good enough for Corman who sacked her and brought in another director 
when she refused to film the extra scenes of sex and gore he wanted to make it more 
exploitative. The film goes with a rather heavy-handed take on the environment, Native 
Americans and bad big business with Vic Morrow as a bigoted pro-canner anti-ecology 
boat owner, but he's really only there to balance out McClure's goody nice guy and 
comes good in the end. 

There's a shock ending that won't come as much of a surprise if you've seen Ridley 
Scott's Alien where one of the abducted and impregnated girls starts to give birth 
and...well you can probably work out what happens next. As the credits roll you know 
you've not been watching high art but the film has nothing to be ashamed about, they 
set out td make a monster movie (in the U.S. the film' was titled Monster) and that's 

what it delivers along with plenty 
of splattery scenes and screams. 
But don't confuse this with 
Corman's 1996 remake of\the 
same name, a cheap made for TV 
movie that cuts back considerably 
on the nudity and violence and - 
resorts to using footage from the 
original to eke out the budget. 
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Truth In Advertising? 
Come Play With Me (1977) 



What are we promised? 

Twenty or so Sexy Nurses! The strongest and 
funniest film ever made in Britain! The Film 
Of the Year! Real sex scenes! The finest 
comedy team since the early Carry On films! 
Blockbuster! Superb film! The biggest 
collection of really attractive girls ever 
brought together in one film! 

What do we get? 

It's a David Sullivan production so absolutely 
and positively none of the above. 

Sullivan is known today as the owner of 
West Ham football club but in the 1970's he 
was publishing top-shelf porn magazines 
such as White house and Playbirds and 
looking to get into the movie business. 
Former cheesecake photographer Harrison 
Marks managed to convince Sullivan to buy 
a lame comedy script of his he'd been 
hawking around for years about a couple of 
forgers who go on the run from gangsters 
and hole up in a health spa staffed by sexy 
nurses who offer "treatments" beyond what 
you'd get on the NHS. Sullivan had only two 
stipulations, that the film feature plenty of 
sex and showcase his girlfriend and porn 
starlet Mary Millington. Marks thought he 
would attract big names like Joanna Lumley 
and Jane Seymour to appear but with a 

Dead Lights 


budget of £120,000 (some say £85,000) 
could only scrape up a bunch of elderly 
British character actors and eleven assorted 
magazine models and porn actresses 
including Mary Millington as the nurses. 
Definitely not the twenty or forty or even 
fifty girls Sullivan's magazines would later 
falsely report! 

To say the film creaks would be an insult 
to wood, it's awful. Marks himself plays one 
of the forgers complete with buck teeth and 
a ridiculous long-haired wig while ageing 
comedian Alfie Bass plays the other. Doing it 
for the money are Irene Handl, Bob Todd, 
Cardew Robinson and other C-List actors 
while Sullivan's magazine models try their 
best not to walk and talk at the same time, 
though model Suzy Mandel does at least 
look like she's trying. When you think the 
lame jokes, overacting, fluffed lines and 
terrible delivery can't get any worse things 
do just that with a bizarre song and dance 
number featuring Marks, Bass and the girls. 
None of them can keep in step or do 
anything other than half-heartedly sway 
around and try not to fall over. 

The film Marks delivered was so soft and 
lacking in Millington that Sullivan ordered 
him to film more nudity and sex which was 
then spliced in haphazardly. Sullivan also had 
four hardcore sex scenes filmed for a foreign 
release of the film which was only ever 
shown once and is now lost. Sullivan knew 
he had a problem, the film was not the red 
hot sizzler he'd been promising but that 
didn't stop him from hyping it to the 
heavens in his magazines as such. The 
promises at the top are taken verbatim from 
Sullivan's Whitehouse magazine and along 
with anonymous praise from dubious 
Readers' Letters, printing explicit stills from 
other photo shoots stating they were from 
the film and featuring models who weren't 
in it at they all helped Sullivan turn a tidy 
profit. And while Mary Millington was 
plastered all over the posters her name 
appears second from the last in the end 
credits, below that of a child actor in a 
fleeting role as a Brownie. She's that bad. 
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Shock Treatment (1981) 


7 rust H\e,7'tu a Doctor! 


Scripted by Richard O'Brien as a sequel to his Rocky Horror Picture Show a 
combination of budget cuts, lack of interest from the original stars, strikes and 
substantial rewrites saw Shock Treatment end up as a weak, claustrophobic satire on 
reality TV with some forgettable musical numbers. Cliff De Young and Jessica Harper play 
Brad and Janet this time around while a few of the original cast of Rocky Horror - 
O'Brien, Patricia Quinn, Little Nell and Charles Gray - appear as different characters. They 
are joined by Barry Humphries, Ruby Wax and Rik Mayall in a story that was advertised 
with the tagline "It's not a sequel... it's not a prequel... it's an equal." 

Slick businessman Farly Flavors owns and runs Denton TV, a television network in 
which everyone in the small American town of Denton is either a participant or viewer. 
Brad and Janet are married but things aren't great between them and while taking part 
in a game show Brad wins a stay in Dentonvale, a soap opera based around a mental 
hospital run by Doctors Cosmo and Nation McKinley (O'Brien and Quinn). While Brad 
remains sedated and confined Janet becomes a selfish, spoilt celebrity, drugged and 
manipulated by the McKinleys into forgetting about Brad. Gray and Wax do some digging 
and discover shocking facts about the McKinleys, Janet's part in Flavors plan to expand 
his mental health regime nationwide and why he hates Brad Majors so much. 

The film starts with the storming musical number Denton USA but the rest of the 
songs are quite bland with only Little Black Dress and Shock Treatment worth humming 
afterwards. The #MeToo crowd will have a fit over the lyrics of Thank God I'm A Man and 
Rik Mayall proved not only couldn't he sing but he couldn't dance either during Look 
What I Did To My Id. With De Young out of action for most of the film it's up to Harper, 
Gray and Wax to carry things and while Ruby Wax may be a good comedienne she's out 
of her depth here. O'Brien, Quinn and Little Nell are comfortable together but Barry 
Humphries as the blind(?) Bert Schnick is unlikeably grotesque. 

Both Rocky Horror and Shock Treatment opened to limp reviews and poor box office 
but unlike the original this lacklustre "equal" never caught on. It's one thing to discover a 
quirky film for yourself but to see one promoted via expensive targeted advertising and 
deliberately copy the off the wall midnight showings that helped make the original 
popular was another. As Richard O'Brien discovered to his cost the easiest way NOT to 
end up with a cult film is to make one that's meant to be.. 




LA REVANCHE 
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DES MORTES 
VIVANTES_- 


DE WEERWRAAK VAN DE LEVENDE DODEN 


Vivantes (the original 
French title) has been 
called France's first gore 
film but it might better be 
described as porno-horror. 
This is your basic toxic 
waste bringing dead people 
back to life plot along with 

_ some illegal shenanigans, 

sexy blackmail and a 

healthy amount of nudity and extreme gore. As the rotting girls go about their business 
the viewer is left struggling to make sense of it all, unless you've been watching the 
version with a totally different ending that is! 

A tanker of milk is poisoned with a chemical that causes the death of three local girls 
but when industrial sludge is illegally dumped in a cemetery it seeps into the soil and the 
decomposing lasses are crawling out of their graves looking for revenge. A woman has 
the heel of a shoe driven into her eye, the man dumping the waste has a rather 
important appendage (ahem!) bitten off and another is drowned in his swimming pool 
by the girls. A local prostitute is kidnapped and driven away by the zombies to be tied up 
and molested by one of the horny horrors who strips off before killing her with a sword 
inserted where a sword should never be inserted! 


Revenge Of The 
Living Dead Girls 
(1987) 

Movie zombies usually 
either shamble slowly 
along with their arms 
outstretched or gallop 
about at a rate of knots but 
the end result is usually the 
same, a quick snack of 
brains or human flesh. They 
don't tend to get into cars 
and drive off or put their 
stiletto heels to deadly use 
but the undead females of 
Revenge Of The Living 
Dead Girls do just that! 

La Revanche Des Mortes 


While watching all this unfold with incredulity and dazedly repeating "but...but...but..." 
we discover the secretary of the plant manager is behind the poisoning in a plot to extort 
money from the company and as she's driving away with the loot her car is stopped by 
the undead avengers who pile in and roar off. Fortunately the police have set up anti¬ 
zombie road blocks causing the speeding car to crash before a handy petrol bomb is 
lobbed and all four go up in flames. The undead are now just plain dead while the viewer 
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is left to wonder if zombies really can drive 
cars, tie up people and enjoy 
undressing! 

Now let's back up three minutes 
and watch the alternate ending 

instead.secretary, loot, 

zombies, car driving off. "Take 
off those masks, do you want 
people to say they saw a 
bunch of zombies out on a 
joyride?" Yes it's all fake, the 
girls aren't really dead it was 
all a scheme to get rich, no 
undeads but still plenty of 
bodies left behind. Even with 
this 180 degree twist parts of the 
film still don't make much sense like 
why do the girls act as zombies even 
when there's no one around? This may 
be because we've been watching the shorter 
'Horror Version' while a longer 'Erotic Version' 
apparently makes it clearer it's all been a con and that the girls aren't really dead. 

Whilst most of the gore is typical zombie-nosh stuff there is an OTT stomach-churning 
scene towards the end where the pregnant wife of the chief chemist has a shocking and 
messy bloody miscarriage while taking a shower. What this has to do with zombies, real 
or fake, is left unexplained as is the slowly rotting hand of her husband. The American 
DVD hints that director Pierre B. Reinhard may actually be a pseudonym for the talented 
Jean Rollin but after seeing the final result I wouldn't put money on that. 




Zombies Of Mora Tau (1957) 


Poverty Row producer Sam Katzman strikes again with a tale of deep sea divers, 
diamonds and of course zombies. And once again Katzman spares all expense with the 
most unconvincing underwater scenes ever put on film and the cheapest zombies going. 
But amongst all the usual B-movie trappings there are a couple of scenes that make it 
worthwhile despite all the hokeyness. 

Off the coast of Africa lies a sunken ship with a fortune in diamonds stolen from a native 
temple 60 years ago and guarded by the cursed undead bodies of drowned sailors. 
Attempting to salvage the gems are the usual stereotypes: rich backer (Joel Ashley), his bad 
girl wife (Allison Hayes), heroic diver (Gregg Palmer) and no-nonsense professor (Morris 
Ankrum). Trying to warn them of the death that awaits is Granny Peters, wife of one of the 
underwater undeads and her recently arrived granddaughter. 

For 60 year old zombies they're in remarkably good shape, the only way you'd know they 
were mortally challenged would be their dirty emotionless faces, outstretched arms, 
shambling gait and strands of seaweed (though they do sometimes forget they're zombies 
when they think the camera isn't on them). It's expensive to film underwater so the 
alternative is to walk very slowly in a diving suit on a dimly lit studio set and pretend, so 
guess which one Katzman went with. But what about the air that gets expelled while 
diving? Soap bubbles. Watch them pop as they gently float up into the air, blown out of a 
rubber tube on the back of the helmets! 
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On the plus side when Grandma Peters tells the group what happened to previous 
parties who came for the diamonds it's quite chilling. She shows them the graves of the first 
1906 attempt, those from a 1914 expedition followed by the same from 1923,1928 and 
1938 before pointing to a row of freshly 
dug holes, reserved for them I Unlike your 
usual deadites Mora Tau's zombies are 
rock hard, totally unflinching when 
punched, attacked or shot at 
and imbued with incredible 
strength. They walk along the 
seabed to stop the gems being taken 
then attack a ship, slowly advancing and 
seemingly unstoppable in a surprisingly 
effective showdown. 

Leading the cast is Marjorie Eaton as 
Granny, she's not meant to but when she's on 
screen no one else stands a chance. Hayes 
plays the tramp whenever there's a hunky man 
around but ends the film a zombie with a 
penchant for sticking flick-knives into people. 

Everybody else just says their lines and picks up 
their pay cheques (apart from the zombies 
that is!) To be fair this isn't going to be 
in anyone's Top 100 but if you aren't 
too fussy it will hold your attention from 
start to finish. Just ignore those soap bubbles! 
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Watching a film without paying for it used to be simple, you bought a cinema ticket 
then opened the fire exit doors to let your mates in for free. Owning a physical copy of a 
film was out of the reach of everyone except studio owners and directors who could 
have them made for their private collections. Home cinema enthusiasts could purchase 
abridged 16mm versions but the technical equipment needed to make copies of actual 
film reels was out of the reach of almost everyone. Home video changed all that, making 
copies was as easy as buying two VCR's and wiring them together but that wasn't cheap. 
Apart from rich film fans the only source of supply were dodgy characters who could 
supply copies of anything from the latest cinema blockbuster to this week's best rental 
release for a few quid. 

The film and video companies fought back, 
first through polite warnings and then hard¬ 
hitting alarmist adverts, but people just 
ignored them so enter Macrovision in 1985. 

This American company developed a means of 
video protection by adding a fake signal to a 
part of the picture not normally seen which 
was then amplified during copying producing a 
washed out picture with fluctuating brightness 
levels that made the copy unwatchable. This 
stopped the casual copying of tapes but 
dedicated Video Pirates could get around this 
with a device known as a Synchronization Pulse Processor. Obtained from 'certain 
sources' this small box removed that annoying fake signal altogether and replaced it with 
a clean fresh one instead. 

When media went digital the problem didn't go away, if anything it became easier to 
be your own pirate. Laserdiscs carried no protection nor did VCD's and with the drop in 
price of CD drives that could burn discs anyone could make their own copies at home. 
There was nothing much to watch on VCD anyway so it wasn't such a big deal but for 
DVD the proposed successor to these formats the film studios started to get serious and 
introduced the bugbear of governments everywhere, encryption. 




09F911029D74E35BD84156C5635688. In the U.S.A. it's 
against the law to publish this base 16 number, it's an 
offence under the Digital Millennium Copyright Act. 

That large number and some others are keys that 
unlock the encryption on DVD files and are why if 
you try and copy a DVD without using special 
software it won't work. Of course with the right 
software and those forbidden keys it's no longer a 
problem so film and DVD companies came up with 
other methods of protection which ripped apart the 
official DVD format by introducing fake files, corrupted 
data, and misrepresented the disk capacity. 
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As each new protection method was introduced it was 
quickly countered by tech savvy hackers and as in 
the days of Macrovision whilst these barriers kept 
the casual pirates at bay they were no deterrent to 
a determined few who knew how to defeat them. 


Blu-ray was supposed to change all that, 
learning lessons from DVD the encryption was 
hardened and a number of other factors were 
introduced both on the discs and in the hardware 
that played them to prevent copying. HDCP (High- 
bandwidth Digital Content Protection) was also being 
introduced, a special signal sent along with the video 
data that tells modern digital recording devices that the 
stream is protected and shouldn't be copied. But it wasn't long before the encryption 
used on Blu-ray discs was also cracked allowing pristine quality HD content to be ripped 
and distributed with the HDCP trigger signal removed through the use of other dubious 
small boxes. 


Digital Rights Management or DRM are not words that inspire confidence online. 
Responsible for everything from games having to connect to the Internet before they'll 
play to making sure only the person who bought and paid for a downloaded film can 
play it they inconvenience the buyer while benefitting the seller. Attempts to circumvent 
DRM are slowly being classed as a crime but that hasn't stopped a steady stream of 
software and hardware devices becoming available that do just that. Will there ever be a 
way to make the copying of films impossible? Technology moves at a fast pace but 
whatever media the moving pictures are stored on the eye has to see them. Encryption 
and laws may defeat many but when all else fails someone will always smuggle a camera 
into a cinema, point it at the screen and press RECORD. 
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For they shall inherit the earth...sooner than you think! 


Samuel 2 Arkotf presents <(r ft /\ ni DC OC TUC A MTQ” PG12 Mi y u w « 4W . lltasU9 1 

starry ° ^ M GofC>on ,Lm tIVInKt ***- ^ released by American International Pictures 

JOAN COLLINS • ROBERT LANSING - JOHN DAVID CARSON 

CO-Stafrng 

ROBERT PINE • EDWARD POWER • ALBERT SALMI ■ JACQUELINE SCOTT • PAMELA SHOOP 

executive producer screenplay by screen story by based on the directed by produced by 

SAMUEL Z ARKOFF • JACK TURLEY • BERT L GORDON • story by H G WELLS • BERT 1 GORDON • BERT t GORDON 
color by Movetab ■ a cinema 77 film ■ Cianc oa.iion by tempo Boon poootbacx by Ace Boon 


■ H.G*WELLS* 
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Empire Of The Ants (1977) 

Some people are born with a name that defines their life and so it was with rtfiovie X1 
producer\director Bert Ira Gordon who found himself making movies featuring 
overgrown people and creatures and truly lived up to the nickname the film industry 
bestowed on him, Mr. B.I.G. Gordon started large in 1955 with King Dinosaur and over 
twenty years featured giant humans in titles such as The Cyclops, The Amazing Colossal 
Man, War Of The Colossal Beast and Village Of The Giants. His enlarged grasshoppers 
menaced Chicago in Beginning Of The End (1957) a huge spider ran amok in Earth Vs 
The Spider (1958) and farm animals got super-sized in The Food Of The Gods (1976). In 
1977 he made his last oversized critter pic Empire Of The Ants featuring giant.... you can 
probably guess what. 

Dodgy Marilyn Fraser (Joan Collins) is selling worthless Florida swampland as luxury 
building plots and takes a group of prospective buyers by boat to a small island to view 
the 'exclusive' isolated beach-front development. In the meantime hazard-suited 
workers are dumping barrels labelled 
"Radioactive Waste" into the sea, 
one of which washes up on Joan's 
beach leaking a silver glop that's 
soon crawling with ants. Before you 
can say "Monster Movie Cliche" the 
ants are the size of horses and 
attacking Collins and her group, their 
boat blows up and all take to a small 
canoe to paddle to the safety of a 
small town two miles upriver. By the 
time they reach the town the ants 
have claimed more victims but far 
from being safe there's something 
odd about the townsfolk; they don't 
really seem to care, aren't too happy 
about the group leaving and 
something strange is going on at the 
nearby sugar refinery. 

This is a film of two halves, the first 
a standard giant monster movie even 
down to the hoary old plot device of 
radioactive waste causing mutations 
(why tinker with a winning formula?) 

Things get weird once Collins and Co. 
hit town where the documentary 
footage of ants telling us how they 
communicate with pheromones that 
opens the film starts to make sense, 
though that's stretching the word 
"sense" to breaking point. It seems 
the queen ant has taken control of 
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people in the town through the use of her extra strength pheromones and has them 
serving and feeding her and her creepy crawly chums all the sugar they can eat care of 
the local refinery. Will our heroes manage to escape or are they next to join the long line 
of obedient folk waiting for a blast of queeny gas that turns them into serv-ants? 

Giant ants had been seen on film before in the excellent THEM! (1954) where they 
were created via full sized models but for his take on them Gordon went with the 
cheaper option of filming ordinary ants close up and superimposing them over the 
actors. Gordon reused a technique from his earlier Beginning Of The End and filmed the 
insects crawling over photographs of trees and buildings to give the impression of scale, 
unfortunately as with the grasshoppers in Beginning the ants would often stray onto 
parts of the photo they weren't supposed to such as the sky thus giving the game away. 
Several large scale rubber ant heads were made so they could be shown in contact with 
their human prey but whenever this happens Gordon has the camera violently jerk 
about to hide how bad they look leaving the watcher feeling quite queasy. 

Pay no attention to the opening credits that trumpet the film is based on the H.G. 
Wells story of the same name and focus instead on poor Ms. Collins, once a Hollywood 

leading lady here reduced to rolling 


around in the mud and screaming at 
rubber ants. It would be four years 
before her rebirth as the glamorous 
Alexis Carrington in TV soap Dynasty 
but in the mid 70's her appearances 
were mainly in American TV cop 
shows or film adaptions of sister 
Jackie's sex chic novels like The Stud 
and The Bitch. The rest of the cast 
are instantly forgettable but Albert 
Salmi as the town Sheriff and chief 
servant of the ants deserves extra 
money for having to say some of the 
most ludicrous lines ever put to 
paper. 

The timeline is also off as we see 
(normal sized) ants crawling in the 
radioactive goo as Joan's suckers are 
on their way to the island. Did the 
ants grow that big in minutes and 
take over the town in less than 24 
hours or did the editor get confused 
when he was stitching the film 
together? No matter, this is a film 
you could turn the colour down to 
black and white and apart from the 
fashions you'd think you were back 
in the 1950's watching one of thos§ 
cheesy old monster movies. Just no 
one of the good ones. 


/ 
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Truth In Advertising? 
Night Of The Bloody Apes 
(1969) 


What are we promised? 

An Orgy of Terror! Bloody Apes! Giant Apes! 
Based on an absolutely true and plausible 
occurrence! Brilliant Creation! Positively has 
no precedent! Anatomically daring scenes! 

What do we get? 

One normal sized man. One dodgy gorilla 
suit. No apes, giant or otherwise. Bad acting. 
Bad staging. Not true. Not plausible. Not 
brilliant. Amateur special effects. 

It's not only the public who get ripped off 
when the posters promise more than they 
deliver, so do cinema owners thank to 
advertising press books filled with guff like 
that above. Horror Y Sexo was the original 
title of this Mexican import with a plot that 
was old when Bela Lugosi was taking a stab 
at it decades ago. Dr. Krallman has a son, 
Julio, who's dying of leukaemia and comes 
up with the idea of taking the heart of a 
gorilla and giving it to his son instead as a 
cure. It works, but the side-effect is that 
weedy Julio turns into a different bulkier 
actor with a rubber face and fake fangs that 
keep slipping with a need to prowl the night 
looking for females to ravish and men to 
bloodily stick his fingers into. 

The gore quotient is ramped up by the 
inclusion of footage of actual heart surgery 
but the quality goes downhill when Julio Ape 
starts killing. If you've ever wanted to see a 
sheep's eye gouged out of a Plasticine socket 
this is the film for you and is it asking too 
much that the severed bonce of Dr. 
Krallman's elderly Latin assistant actually 
look like him instead of the white-faced 
mannequin head they stuck a false 
moustache onto? The Sexo side sees Mr. 
Bloody Ape attacking women and ripping off 
their clothes before having his (trousers on) 
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wicked way with them but when one female 
is being attacked at night do try your best to 
ignore the grey concrete floor of the film 
studio that becomes visible when the fake 
grass on top is disturbed. 

Police think the killer is an actual escaped 
gorilla from the zoo, the result of a laughable 
scene where Dr. Krallman kidnaps what is 
clearly a man in a fancy-dress costume. As 
was normal for these Mexican films 
everything stops a few times so we can 
watch some masked wrestling action, all 
female in this case and featuring the head 
detective's wrestling girlfriend. But rather 
than put her grappling skills to use when the 
ape man later threatens her on the studio- 
floor set all she can do is scream and fall 
down instead. 

There are no apes (plural) and to be frank 
there isn't even one! Nothing is King Kong 
sized as the poster implies nor is the film 
based on anything remotely true or 
plausible. Despite this, in the UK the DPP 
decided that heart surgery footage was too 
much and the film was banned, becoming 
one of the infamous Video Nasties. And in 
case you're wondering about the "Spare 
Body-Part" in the ad that patrons were 
entitled to, it was an old come-on that 
cinemas sometimes used - you usually 
ended up with a chicken wing or leg! 



THIS ENTITLES YOU TO A 

SPARE BODY-PART Jm, a 
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The Manitou (1978) 



A guilty pleasure of the 1970's was reading the glut of trashy horror novels that flooded 
the market. James Herbert wrote about carnivorous rats and killer fog, Guy N. Smith had 
werewolves and giant man-eating rampaging crabs but it was Graham Masterton you turned 
to if you wanted something totally bizarre. Usually portVayingthe return of an ancient evil in 
titles such as The DJinn, The Sphinx and Charnel House in 1976 he brought an ancient Native 
American medicine man to modern San Francisco in a trwly unique manner. 

The film rights to Masterton's novel The Manitou we're quickly bought up and two years 
later it was in cinemas. Directed by William Girdler it stars Tony Curtis as phoney spirit 
medium Harry Erskinne and Susan Strasberg as an old girlfriend who needs help when an 
attempt to remove a large growth on her neck ends in the surgeon psychically forced to cut 
himself with a scalpel. One of Erskinne's elderly clients levitates and throws herself to her 
death while a seance conjures up an evil presence with a violent warning for him. After 
visiting anthropologist Burgess Meredith he seeks out medicine man John Singing Rock 
(Michael Ansara) and discovers Strasberg's incredibly fast growing tumour is actually the 
foetus of Misquamacus, a 400 year old medicine man reincarnating himself through her 
body. 

Hideously deformed by the powerful X-Rays used to treat Strasberg Misquamacus bursts 
out of the body that grew him while John Singing Rock tries to bind him with spells. 
Misquamacus wants revenge against the white man who stole Indian lands and killed off his 
people, summoning various manitous - spirits that inhabit objects and natural phenomena - 
against Harry, John and the hospital staff. Bodies are flayed alive, frozen solid and brought 
back to life as Misquamacus uses his powers to summon The Great Old One to destroy 
everything and John realizes his magic isn't strong enough to defeat the ancient spirits. But 
Harry has an idea. 

While some of the more extreme elements of the book have been toned down the film 
stays close to the source even if the special effects come up a bit short at times. Then again it 
didn't have the budget of Star Wars so if a giant lizard looks more like a man in a costume 
just let it ride. Misquamacus was played by little actors Felix Silla and Joe Gieb who spend the 
film encased in slimy foam latex to depict the radiation-stunted shaman. Very effective is the 
seance where the vengeful head of Misquamacus slowly rises up out of the middle of a solid 
table and it's only through the clarity of DVD you can see how it was done. 

Though Masterton would bring Misquamacus and Harry Erskinne back in later novels this 
was their only appearance on the big screen. Curtis seems an unlikely choice to play Erskinne 
especially when you see him in fake medium mode but actually he's pretty believable and 
the right age to pull it off. Director Girdler died in a helicopter accident while scouting 
locations for his next movie before The Manitou was released and failed to see it go on to be 
successful at the box office. It's not what you'd call a cult film but over the years it has grown 
in popularity helped considerably by the actors playing what is a ridiculously daft idea 
perfectly straight. So the next time you find a strange lump or bump on your body, well, don't 
say you haven't been warned. 


EVIL DOES NOT DIE... 

IT WAITS... TO BE RE-BORN... 
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Horror Of The Blood Monsters (1970) 


It wasn't just Baron Frankenstein who 
robbed graves to make a monster, Al 
Adamson the director of Horror of the 
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is 'Spectrum-X' was born. 


Chromatic Radiation sweeps 
the planet, a phenomena that 


INDEPENDENT-INTERNATIONAL presents an AL ADAMSON production starring 

JOHN CARRADINE ROBERT DIX VICKI VOLANTE 

Produced and Directed by AL ADAMSON Executive Producers CHARLES McMULLEN and ZOE PHILLIPS 


Blood Monsters prowled film vaults, dug 
up old actors and sewed them all together 
with very little money to make something 
that truly is as hideous as it sounds. 

First the grisly remains. The movie 
opens with footage Adamson filmed for a 
modern day vampire thriller and scenes 
taken from a (possibly Italian) film of a 
spaceship taking off and in flight. Tagani 
was a black and white Filipino film Adamson bought the rights to which features a 
caveman-like tribe at war with vampire people and other creatures. Unknown Island 
(1948) and One Million B.C. (1940) were films that had often been plundered for their 
dinosaur footage to help beef up other low budget pictures. 

Adamson reportedly hired 


veteran actor John Carradine for 
the day and put him and the 
other actors on a silver-painted 
plywood spaceship interior set 
while Robert Dix and Vicki 
Volante are a couple of ground 
control staff back on Earth filmed 
against a black blanket who are 
supposed to be sitting side by 
side but are never actually in shot 
together. When the spaceship 
lands on a strange planet and the 
earthmen (and woman) go 
exploring they run into some 
familiar looking dinosaurs and 
watch from a distance as the 
events of Tagani unfold before 
their eyes. Unfortunately 
Adamson had a major hurdle to 
overcome, at a time when 
cinemas only wanted colour 
movies apart from the newly 
filmed footage his Tagani and old 
dinosaurs were in black and 
white. So the movie miracle that 
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bathes everything in the colour 
red. Or yellow. Or blue or purple 
or green or orange. This has the 
fortunate side effect of turning 
old black and white film footage 
into colour tinted footage 
instead - if you've ever watched 
TV through a Quality Street 
cellophane wrapper you'll get 
the idea. This was Adamson's 
Spectrum-X and how he came 
up with a "colour" film he could 
sell to cinemas. Adamson feels 
the need to explain why 
everything is one colour several 
times including during scenes of 
Dix and Volante making 
futuristic space-love back on 
Earth that have no bearing on 
the plot. Dix even brings a 
'Spectrum Gun' to the bedroom 
to show Volante what 
Chromatic Radiation looks like 
though she's clearly expecting 
more from him than a light 
show! 

Adamson filmed scenes with 
extras dressed like the cast of 
Tagani interacting with the new 
actors so he could at least give 
the illusion that it was all one 
film while poor John Carradine 
spends his time back on the 
spaceship alone. As expected 
Horror of the Blood Monsters 
was not a box office success but 
that didn't stop Adamson from 
re-releasing the film under 
different titles. He did this at 
least nine times calling it 
everything from Vampire Men 
of the Lost Planet to The Flesh 
Creatures. But whichever one 
you pick you'll feel the effects of 
Chromatic Radiation as well, 
which manifests itself as a 
desperate need to go and watch 
something else instead! 















The Last Of Sheila (1973) 


Film producer Clinton Greene (James Coburn) invites six colleagues to a week long 
cruise around the South of France aboard his luxury yacht SHEILA during which time 
they will play a game he calls 'The Sheila Greene Memorial Gossip Game'. The guests are 
given a card with a made up secret such as "You are a shoplifter "or "You are a 
homosexual" that they keep to themselves and each night Greene will announce one of 
those secrets as the guests play a treasure hunt game ashore in a race to discover who it 
refers to. Most of Greene's guests also attended a party at his house a year before which 
ended in the death of his wife Sheila by an unseen hit and run driver and they include 
film director James Mason, actress Raquel Welch and her manager husband Ian 
McShane, talent agent Dyan Cannon, screenwriter Richard Benjamin and his wife Joan 
Hackett. 

After the first game is played it turns out the revealed fake secret may in fact actually 
be true about one of the party and suspicions grow. Next day one of the group is almost 
killed by the spinning 
propeller of the boat and 
when Greene himself is 
found dead during the 
second game what at first 
seems to have been an 
accident is soon revealed 
to be something much 
more murderous. It's time 
to literally put the cards 
on the table as each 
person shows their gossip 
card and it's obvious that 
the sordid little secrets each has are true and refer to someone else in the group. And 
when one of the cards is shown to be "You are a hit and run driver" the true nature of 
Greene's game is revealed and a motive for his death becomes all too obvious. 

To say any more would spoil things but prepare to be lead down the garden path as it 
twists and turns and who did kill Sheila may not be as important as it seems. It's a fair 
whodunit, all the clues are there in front of you and you'll kick yourself when you realize 
there's a huge one that isn't mentioned staring you right in the face. The clever script 
was co-written by Norman Bates himself (Anthony Perkins) and composer Stephen 
Sondheim who admitted the characters are based on real Hollywood people, though 
whether the sordid little secret each one is credited with is true or not is best left to the 
lawyers! Raquel Welch did not come out of this smelling of roses, several of the cast had 
problems with her diva ways and she didn't much like the shoot, allegedly (those lawyers 
again) accusing director Herbert Ross of assaulting her and walking off the set. 

The film is long at two hours, a good fifteen minutes could be cut and it wouldn't hurt 
things at all. One of the clues is a tad too obvious as well, rather than help build towards 
a solution it pretty much points suspicion right away and that happens halfway through 
the film. Everything is neatly wrapped up by the end though and as the credits play out 
over Bette Midler singing her 1973 hit Friends listen closely to the lyrics to hear just how 
aptly ironic they are in the context of the last shot of the film. 
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Murders In The Rue 
Morgue (1971) 


w 


Director Gordon Hessler's 
version of Edgar Allan Poe's 
gruesome short story has about as 
much in common with the original 
as Jaws has to Moby Dick. This 
tale of acid-flinging and revenge 
has theatre director Cesar Charron 



(Jason Robards) and his wife Madeleine (Christine Kaufmann) putting on bloody Grand 
Guignol-style plays for the Parisian elite. During a production of Poe's The Murders In The 
Rue Morgue members of Robards troupe both past and present are being killed by an 
acid-wielding masked figure played by Herbert Lorn. Lorn may or may not be Rene 
Marot, a former partner of Cesar and lover of Madeleine's mother (Lilli Palmer) who 
accidentally disfigured him with acid during a show ten years ago. Marot then murdered 
her with an axe and killed himself, his dead body and burial witnessed a decade ago by 
Inspector Vidocq (Adolfo Celi) so he couldn't possibly be responsible now. Could he? 

Hessler takes the concept of the Grand Guignol Theatre where staged sadistic short 
sketches were played out to a horrified audience and applies it to the film. You may 
snigger at the obvious man in a monkey suit running amok that opens the film but the 


joke's on you when it turns out as fake as it's meant to 
^ be. The idea that you can only believe what you see is 

s also used to mislead the viewer, this is after all set in a 
w world where fake blood and rubber spikes are tools to 
Ji be used to convince an audience they are seeing 
# something they're not. Playing a similar part are 
3? Madeleine's recurring vivid nightmares of being chased 
;|f by an axe-wielding man in a strange house and of 
f someone falling from the stage rafters, events of which 
r she has no memory of. 

Despite liberties that could have been taken with the 
blood and gore effects the film seems quite restrained on 
that front. The results of the acid atrocities are of the 
gelatine and Rice Krispies school of makeup and do leave a 
question unanswered; if Marot can survive after acid is 
thrown in his face then why can't his victims? If the film 
^ appears disjointed in some places then that's down to 
the tinkering and editing of the film against 
Hessler's wishes including the removal of many 
scenes of Madeiline's mother he deemed vital 
to the story. Fortunately the final scene 
rescues things as even after we're 
absolutely, positively, one hundred 
percent certain we've seen the villain of 
^ the piece die, are we REALLY sure we saw 
what we thought we did? 
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Something For The Weekend 


These book reviews are presented in the 
order they appeared in the original 
monthly one-sheets. 
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VHS Video Cover Art by Thomas Hodge 
(2015) Schiffer Publishing Ltd. £20 

Thomas Hodge's book collects 
and reproduces over 240 original 
and mainly older UK VHS video 
covers leaving out the excesses of 
the 'nasties' such as Driller Killer 
and instead presenting a broad mix 
of content grouped under six 
headings: Action, Horror, Sci-Fi, 

Comedy, Kids and Thrillers. There 
are plenty of covers reproduced 
here that people will recognize 
from having gone out and rented 
them in the 1980s just as there are 
some that you've never heard of 
before - for every BMX Bandits and Evil Dead there's a Searchers Of The Voodoo 
Mountain and Chinese Typewriter. 

A lot of the covers predate the BBFC's voluntary Video Packaging Review Committee 
scheme that places limits on what can be shown on a cover (so no more blood on 
boobs.) Which means there's no way the cover of the comedy What A Way To Go 
would ever appear today outside of a licenced sex shop! No real attempt has been 
made to clean up any of the covers so they are reproduced pretty much as-is complete 
with worn edges and original video shop stickers proclaiming "Rent me for 50p" left 
intact but rather than detract they actually add to the whole experience. Beautifully 
printed and presented this is a nostalgic journey back to a time when video cover 
artwork was often better looking and more exciting than the actual films inside. 



The Golden Age Of Hollywood by Hieron Connolly 
(2017) Amber Books 

Aside from the movies themselves Hollywood has 
always been famous for the scandals, rumours, crimes 
and personal tragedies that have been part and parcel 
of Tinsel Town since the very beginning. The Golden 
Age Of Hollywood manages to concisely cover some 
of the most notorious of those salubrious subjects 
interspersing them with stories about the city, the 
people and the background to these sleazy tales. 

Though not as salacious as Kenneth Anger's 
Hollywood Babylon and other similar books the 
people and stories covered by The Golden Age Of 
Hollywood are pretty much the same. While subjects 
such as the Fatty Arbuckle and Heaven's Gate 
scandals, the Hollywood blacklist and the sex lives of 
the rich and famous have been reported at length 
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previously it's handy to have them detailed in one volume dispassionately and 
without a sensationalistic spin. 

The Golden Age Of Hollywood also wins out over earlier exposes by bringing 
things up to date on the scandal front. So we learn that despite taking over six billion 
dollars at the box office The Lord Of The Rings films have, on paper at least, yet to 
show a profit and find out what deceased producer Don Simpson paid two 
prostitutes to do with him and a toilet bowl. Heavily illustrated with a photo on 
almost every one of its 224 pages The Golden Age Of Hollywood is a good way for 
newcomers to get up to speed on the seamier side of the movie business. And if you 
look online or in discount book shops you should be able to pick it up for a lot less 
than the cover price. 


Mail Order Mysteries by Kirk Demaris 
(2011) Insight Editions £15 

If you grew up reading old American comics then 
you may remember seeing adverts for the most 
incredible things: "7 Gigantic Dinosaurs moulded in 
one-piece quality latex", "Life Size Ghost that U- 
control", Sea Monkeys, Pocket Gyms, Secret Spy 
Scopes, Hypno-Coins and of course X-Ray Spex. Here 
in the UK readers could only dream of obtaining 
these marvels, joining Count Dante (The Deadliest 
Man Alive) and his Black Dragon Fighting Society was 
beyond us. We'd never build our own Monster Robot 
or Working Laser. And just what was GRIT anyway? 
Luckily the answers to many of these questions can 
be found in this book as the author shows us exactly 
what we would have got for our money if we'd sent 
away for these items which, truth be told, would 
have been mainly disappointment. 

So the Polaris Nuclear Sub that seats two kids and 
fires rockets turns out to be made from cardboard 
that wouldn't survive a light shower of rain, its missiles launched with the aid of a 
rubber band. The one-piece quality latex of the giant dinosaurs meant balloons and 
those smiling playful Sea Monkeys were really tiny brine shrimp. It's not all rubbish 
though, some of the items advertised actually did what they said albeit with a little 
hype. You could indeed see the miracle of birth with a Chicken Incubator and learn 
How To Draw Monsters though the jury is still out on the Genuine Soil From Dracula's 
Castle. 

You might imagine that finding out how much of a swizz a lot of these items really 
were would be depressing but you'll read the book with a smile, happy to know at 
last what lay behind those garish ads for things you longed to own as a kid. But then 
that smile may also come from thinking about all the money you saved by not buying 
any of this stuff in the first place! 
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Indie Horrors! by Barry Atkinson 
(2016 UK) Hemlock Publishing £13 

They have titles designed to mislead you, actors 
whose names you just about remember, plots ripped 
off from more successful films, bad special effects, 
worse acting, cliched scripts and they usually go 
straight to DVD. Welcome to movies from companies 
such as Nu Image, The Asylum and Castel Film 
Romania where the budget always comes first and 
it's always low. Indie Horrors! reviews 235 obscure 
horror, Sci-Fi and fantasy films from the last twenty 
or so years with titles such as Snakes On A Train (you 
read that right), Mega Shark Vs Giant Octopus, 

Hologram Man, Insanitarium and many more you've 
likely never heard of before. 

Scattered amongst the dross there are a few gems 
worth catching - Evilenko and Deep Core sound 
worthwhile - and Atkinson's book is a pretty good 
guide to what to expect when it comes to choosing 
films like Shark Attack 3 or I Am Omega. Heavy with spoilers for almost all the films 
and illustrated with the usual highly misleading DVD covers designed to part you 
from your cash in HMVthis 260 page book is well worth seeking out if you're looking 
to expand your film-viewing horizons. Or if you want to know what to stay away 
from! 



The Monsters' Almanac by Nige Burton & Jamie Jones 
(2015) Amazon ebook £4 

It can be difficult to present information about 
movies in a fresh way, discounting alphabetically, 
annually and by subject there aren't that many 
options left. The Monster's Almanac tries 
something different by presenting the material in 
a day by day calendar fashion, starting at January 
1st and progressing with at least one but often 
several entries for each day after that. Entries tend 
to be mainly centred around the births and death 
of actors and those closely linked to horror films 
as well as release dates for significant films of the 
genre. 

Available in print form as an A4 publication with 
fairly basic information the downloadable Kindle 
ebook version expands on that considerably with 
even the shortest of entries fleshed out by the 
addition of a fact or two. Other entries read like 
full length magazine articles especially those 
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about leading actors or better known movies. The entry for Boris Karloff for example 
runs to well over a thousand words and is packed with facts and trivia about the man 
and this wealth of information can be found in the reviews of some of the classic 
monster movies that are listed also. 

There is a definite love for the subject matter by the authors and that comes across 
in the writing. The Kindle version like its print counterpart contains a large number of 
stills and posters though the formatting of them tends to be hit or miss with captions 
often appearing a few lines away from the images themselves. A criticism of the 
printed version is that it lacks an index but search functions built into ebook readers 
get around that with technology saving the day. 

Most books like this can be read quite quickly but dip into The Monsters' Almanac 
on a daily basis and it's going to take you a year to finish. And when you're done you 
can start all over again! 


SCALA CINEMA 1978-1993 by Jane Giles 
(2018) FAB Press £50 

The Scala Cinema in London had many 
homes, forced to move in 1981 they ended 
up in run-down Kings Cross and became the 
most popular repertory cinema in Britain. At 
The Scala not only did you get to see two 
films for your money the billing changed 
every day and being a private cinema club 
could show members pretty much anything. 
Passolini's Salo was always popular as were 
the works of Jacques Tati, John Waters and 
Russ Meyer. Gay hardcore like Thundercrack! 
might be followed by a Buster Keaton or Rita 
Hayworth double bill and Saturday all- 
nighters meant you could watch half a dozen 
uncut horrors or 60's Rock and Roll movies 
back to back. 

Here is a wealth of photographs and 
ephemera not only about the cinema itself 
but what it showed on screen. It reproduces all 178 of the Scala's single-sheet 
monthly programmes, massive A2 double-sided posters with bizarre colour schemes 
such as fluorescent yellow and purple, graphic designs that changed every month 
and tiny text that often made them difficult to read. While the book isn't that size it is 
physically imposing - weighing in at 5 Kilos, 30x37.5cm and 424 pages. The front of 
each programme takes up one page while a much reduced version of the back is 
joined by photos, lobby cards and information about the films shown that month. 

The book is indeed expensive but it's quality all the way though fair to say only 
likely to be of interest to people who were there. But for those of us who braved the 
junkies, hookers and pickpockets of old Kings Cross to venture inside or grab a 
programme from the doorway it brings it all back. And what other cinema sold hot 
meat pies and tea between films? 
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Forty Years Of Christmas TV by Ben Baker 
(2018) Amazon £14.99 Paperback, £3.99 ebook 

As print media continues to be replaced by electronic 
alternatives one benefit is anyone can create limited 
appeal material that mainstream publishing would say 
no to. Here is an incredibly niche work covering 250 
festive programs shown on UK TV during the Christmas 
period 22nd December to 1st January between 1955 
and 1995.1 doubt anyone will remember the majority 
of what Ben Baker covers in his funny and entertaining 
take on these TV shows but if you were around at the 
time there's plenty there to bring back pleasant - and 
painful - memories. 

What really comes across is how willing viewers were 
to put up with absolute tat as long as there was a festive 
connection. Roland Rat with tinsel, The Black And 
White Minstrels in colour, Jim Davidson entertaining 
"our boys" and of course Noel Edmonds on top of the 
BT tower trying to talk to Mike Smith in his hollycopter. December specials of our 
favourite shows filmed in the middle of Summer with fake snow and actors suffering 
heat stroke and everywhere you looked there was Lulu and The Young Generation. 

But it wasn't all bad, Morecambe and Wise ruled, Xmas Top Of The Pops showed 
all those fab and groovy acts from the previous year and M.R. James scared the 
bejeezus out of us. You could laugh to Mike Yarwood, Dick Emery, Stanley Baxter and 
Benny Hill - until it became fashionable to slag them off as being anti-PC - and the 
least said about certain BBC presenters and Christmas kids shows the better. 

You'll come across real gems and real dross as you journey back in time but all of it 
is covered by Baker in his chatty, witty style and since electronic and paper editions 
contain exactly the same text choosing which one to buy is easy. Now it's nearly 3PM 
so please all stand for Her Maj! 



The Missy Chronicles by Various 
(2018) BBC Books £9 

A spinoff collection of short stories featuring one of Dr. Who's 
most popular villains, The Master, or rather his\her female 
regeneration Missy as memorably portrayed by Michelle 
Gomez. Written by different authors the stories included are: 
Dismemberment. As The Master he enjoyed being a member 
of the all male Scoundrels Club in London but as Missy females 
just aren't allowed through the door. Some people need to be 
taught a lesson. 

Lords and Masters. Missy discovers it's not only The Doctor the 
Galifreyan High Council uses for their own ends. Sent on a 
mission with her TARDIS at stake things look dangerous, but for 
who? 




151 












Teddy Sparkles Must Die! What if Mary Poppins was a psychopathic female Timelord 
with a cuddly alien teddy bear that could grant wishes? 

The Liar, the Glitch and the Warzone. An accident disables Missy's TARDIS and she 
has to find a way of travelling back to 14th century Venice while avoiding a bunch of 
vengeful alien Gryphons. 

Girl Power! A series of notes between The Doctor, Nardole and Missy whilst being 
kept locked in a vault in Series 10. Do her requests for feminist slanted reading 
material have an ulterior motive? 

Alit in Underland. As The Doctor recuperates on the Colony Ship in the Season 10 
finale Missy and The Master go exploring on the floor below with a young girl named 
Alit. But Cybermen are there too. 

Missy was portrayed on screen as a ruthless, cold-hearted possibly insane genius 
albeit with a warped sense of humour and some readers might find her total lack of 
compassion off-putting. But then this is what attracts many people to her character 
in the first place. It's a short read but it does fill in some of the gaps of her\his life and 
as a bonus we get to find out why she picked the name Missy. 


Forgotten Films Of The Fifties by David Kaye 
(2015) Amazon £3.99 

According to the IMDB website there were almost 
twenty thousand films released in the decade spanning 
the 1950s and focussing on US and UK releases alone 
that's a lot of celluloid. So it's only natural that some 
lesser known titles may have slipped past even the 
most dedicated of film fans which is where this book 
comes in. Author David Kaye offers up his personal take 
on some of these lesser known films as well as more 
successful ones that seem to have drifted into obscurity. 
Even Marilyn Monroe fans might not be aware of her 
appearance alongside Charles Laughton in O. Henry's 
Full House (1952) or Elizabeth Taylor in Beau Brummel 
(1954) and you'll have to search hard today to catch 
Marlon Brando's offensively Oriental Sakini in The 
Teahouse Of The August Moon (1956). Better known 
titles such as Bad Day At Black Rock (1955) and The 
Crimson Pirate (1952) share space with obscurities like I Love Melvin (1953), Li'l 
Abner (1959) and Francis The Talking Mule (1950) so you're never quite sure what's 
going to come next when you turn the page. 

The large bold font used in the book could be smaller which would result in a lower 
page count but it's not that intrusive and may even be a boon to those having to deal 
with small print in publications. Kaye's writing is chatty and informative offering his 
personal opinions on films and specific genres and you really do get a sense of 
someone telling a story rather than reeling off a list of facts. 

Running to 134 pages this Amazon Print On Demand book is great value and you'll 
definitely want to track down some of the titles listed. Plus you'd be hard pressed to 
find even a magazine with as much detail for anything close to the price. 


FORGOTTEN FILMS 
Of The Fifties 



looking Back at 
overlooked movies 


DAVID KAYE 
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Naked As Nature Intended by Pamela Green 
(2013) Suffolk and Watt £11.82 

In 1954 the BBFC ruled that nudity in a film did not 
equate to obscenity and so ushered in a strange genre 
of British film, the nudist picture. Usually set in a nudist 
camp these dozen or so films from 1958 onwards 
invariably followed the same plot; a reluctant female 
(and it was always a female) discovers the healthy 
benefits of taking off her clothes and those opposed to 
such goings on are soon won round to her point of 
view. One of the best of these - if not in content then in 
production and cinematography-was Harrison Marks' 

Naked As Nature Intended starring his then lover and 
partner Pamela Green. 

Pinup model Green penned this short write up of her 
experiences in the film before she died in 2013 along 
with her then partner Douglas Webb who acted as stills photographer on the film so 
not only is it a good read it's packed with loads of photos and memorabilia of the 
shoot. What comes across is how everything was cobbled together as they went 
along with no script or proper schedule other than a list of locations and any 
opportunity to strip off. Since the nudity allowed was strictly of the topless variety 
anything lower down from either sex was verboten which meant a lot of standing in 
front of bushes or holding strategically placed beach balls. 

With the film itself being barely an hour long don't expect a lengthy write up, you 
can safely finish this book in a couple of hours, and the same goes for reading any 
outrageous anecdotes about the goings on. The film was going to be titled Cornish 
Holiday and even with the occasional flash of flesh it does come across as more 
gentle travelogue than hot exploitationer. I think this bookturnsoutto be enjoyable 
precisely because it is short, all meat and no filler as it were, and as a record of a now 
forgotten time in British film history it's certainly unique. 



The Greatest Movies You'll Never See Edt. Simon Braund 
(2014) Aurum Press £20.00 


When Ridley Scott's Gladiator was a financial success 
Hollywood looked to a sequel with Russell Crowe 
reprising the role of Maximus, the only problem being 
that the Gladiator was dead! A great deal of time and 
money was spent coming up with a truly bizarre plot 
involving gods and immortality as Maximus battles 
through time to the present day to rescue his dead wife 
and son. It never got made. 

Film history is littered with unmade projects and this 
book brings together fifty of them from some of the 
greatest filmmakers of all time. Many never got past the 
script page, some ran out of money, others suffered due 
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to industry politics or unforeseen deaths but the end result was the same. From the 
1950's to the 2000's you'll read about the efforts of Chaplin, Hitchcock, Spielberg, 
David Lean, Terry Gilliam and others as they tried and failed to get their pet projects 
green-lit. Star Trek: Planet Of The Titans, Alejandro Jodorowsky's version of Dune or 
Kubrick's Napoleon are never was but it's fascinating to read what might have been. 

The background and story behind each failed attempt is comprehensively covered 
with a follow-up as to what those involved went on to do afterwards as well as the 
author's view on whether it will ever see the light of day. You could shed tears over 
what will never be or even give whispered thanks that Gladiator 2 or Brazzaville (the 
sequel to Casablanca) never made it but they all leave you with a feeling of regret. It's 
not all bad though, Darren Lemke's 1997 script of an assassin being hunted by a clone 
of himself finally got made in 2018 as The Gemini Man. Maybe they should change 
the word "Never" in the title to "Might." 


The 007 Diaries: Filming Live And Let Die by Roger Moore 
(2018) The History Press. £9.99 

Check any Best Of Bond list and you'll see Live And Let 
Die is either somewhere near the top or bottom, it 
divides opinion that much. Marking the introduction of a 
new actor in the role of 007 the film moves away from 
space-lasers and volcano lairs to the grittier threat of 
illegal drugs but still retains elements that make it a Bond 
film. Taking over from Sean Connery Moore wrote a diary 
of his time on the picture that was originally published in 
1973, recently republished it offers an insight into not 
only the film itself but the times and values of the early 
1970s. 

The book comes with a warning that attitudes have 
changed since the time of writing and while there's 
nothing controversial do be prepared for the airing of 
some outdated opinions and language on women and 
racial groups. Moore gets off to a roaring start, by the third page he's tearing around 
the bayous of Louisiana in a speed boat and suffering the first of many accidents that 
will befall him and the film crew. As filming moves from Louisiana to Jamaica to 
England and to New York Moore keeps up a stream of on-set stories, behind the 
scenes gossip, anecdotes about his past film and TV work and what it takes to be a 
Bond. 

Moore doesn't always paint himself in a good light and constant references to food 
and restaurant meals, meetings with the rich and famous and staying in some of the 
most luxurious hotels does get a bit repetitive. But this was a James Bond film at a 
time when that really meant something worldwide and expected behaviour, you'd feel 
put out if it didn't happen. Don't be discouraged by that though, Moore's tales of 
crocodiles, wrecked boats and cars, poisonous snakes and undoing Madeline Smith's 
dress with a piece of string are well worth reading about. 
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Appendix A 

Dead Lights - Original One-sheets 


Issue 1 - June 2019 


Issue 2 - July 2019 




Issue 3 - August 2019 


Issue 5 - October 2019 


Issue 4 - September 2019 


Issue 6 - November 2019 
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Issue 8 - January 2020 


Issue 7 - December 2019 







Issue 10 - March 2020 


Issue 12 - Unpublished 


Issue 9 - February 2020 


Issue 11 - Unpublished 
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Appendix B 
Dementia 13 D-13 Test 

THE D-13 TEST 
by William J. Bryan Jr., M.D. 

Executive Director American Institute of Hypnosis 

PURPOSE 

The D-13 simplified test is designed solely for the purpose of gross screening and protection of 
the public by screening out those persons who may be adversely affected by this motion 
picture, DEMENTIA 13, although no such guarantee is either expressed or to be implied. 

The scoring of any particular number of points is not to be interpreted as either being diagnostic 
or even necessarily indicative of either mental health or illness. This test is a rapid two minute 
screening test which, like the Tubercular Skin Test may indicate further diagnostic studies should 
be performed. Read the instructions below before taking the test. 

INSTRUCTIONS 

The test consists of 13 questions. Read the question carefully then answer it either yes or no by 
marking an X in the proper box. Answer all questions quickly and truthfully with your first 
impression which seems to most nearly answer the question correctly. Do not try to "Think" 
what the answer should be. 


QUESTIONS 

1. Have you ever spoken aloud to yourself in a mirror? Yes | I No | | 

2. Do you always think carefully before you speak? Yes | | No | | 

3. Have you ever raised your hand in anger to a close relative? Yes | | No | | 

4. Do you believe yourself to be sincere although others may not be? Yes | | No | ] 

5. Were you ever involved in what passed for an accident, but which you really Yes | | No | | 

purposely caused? 

6. Have you ever been seriously depressed to the point of considering suicide? Yes | | No | | 


7. Do you feel that as a child you were rejected by one or both of your parents? Yes | | No | | 


8. Did you ever do anything seriously wrong for which you felt little of no guilt? Yes | | No | 1 

9. Has your general state of mental health deteriorated over the years? Yes | | No | 1 

10. Death by drowning in a pond is best described by the word "exciting" Yes | | No | | 

11. Have you ever actually attempted suicide of purposely tried to injure a Yes | | No | 1 

friend? 

12. The most effective way of settling a dispute is with one quick stroke of the Yes | I No | | 

axe to your adversary's head? 

13. Have you ever been hospitalized in a locked mental ward, sanitarium, rest Yes | | No | 1 

home, or other facility for the treatment of mental illness? 
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SCORING 


NOTE: There are no correct answers. 

The only incorrect answer is one in which you lied to yourself. 

Score 2 points for each answer in which you deliberately lied. 

Score I point for each truthful answer which agrees with the following table: 

1. No 6. No 

2. Yes 7. No 

3. No 8. Yes 

4. No 9. Yes 

5. Yes 10. Yes 

Score 2 points for each truthful answer which agrees with the following: II. Yes 12. Yes 
Score 3 points if your answer to question 13 was Yes 

Now, Add up all of your points and: 

If your score was more than 10 points you may be overly susceptible to harmful suggestions and 
should not view this motion picture. If you scored 6 or more points you are advised to contact 
your family physician for a check-up Mental Health Examination. II you do not have a personal 
physician who performs Mental Health check-ups, contact: 


The American Institute of Hypnosis, 
8295 Sunset Boulevard, 

Los Angles 46, Calif. 

OL 4-227 


While a low score (under 5) is favorable, it is not necessarily indicative of mental health. If you 
have unresolved problems which you cannot control, discuss them with your physician or 
communicate with the Institute. 


ANALYSIS OF THE TEST 


1. YES. Everyone has experienced this behavior. To be able to admit your behavior as it is, is a sign of emotional stability 

2. NO. Excessive caution like excessive recklessness may indicate your mind is preoccupied with fear of becoming involved 
in a situation dangerous to your security. 

3. YES. Almost everyone has "lost control" once in a while. It is the teakettle that is prevented from letting off steam that is 
danger of exploding. 

4. YES. Everyone believes himself to be "sincere." It is always the other fellow who is insincere. A normal method of 
transferring guilt feelings is to project them onto others. 

5. NO. Unresolved guilt feelings seek expression in self-punishment which may result in anti-social or other unacceptable 
behavior. 

6. YES. Everyone has been depressed and everyone has considered suicide at sometime or anther. Failure to appreciate 
these feelings in yourself may be a danger. 

7. YES. All children are occasionally rejected by their parents. Persons unable to appreciate their parents as human beings 
with virtues and vices not dissimilar to their own have not fully matured. Continuance of a relationship in which unrealistic 
virtues are heaped on parents may result in mental illness evidenced by departures from reality. 

8. NO. It is normal to feel guilty when you do something you feel is seriously wrong. A complete absence of a conscience 
may be an indication of a psychopathic personality. 

9. NO. One's mental defenses and ability to deal successfully with problems should improve with knowledge and 
experience. If your evaluation of yourself is progressively deteriorating, you need to see your doctor. 

10. NO. Actions described as "exciting" frequently indicate the person may be drawn toward the activity by a subconscious 
desire. 

11. NO. Even an actual suicide attempt during an emotional crisis is not necessarily an indication of mental illness. It may 
mean subconscious unresolved violence. 

12. NO. While effective, one who prefers an anti-social act of such violence may be nursing subconscious homicidal 
tendencies. 

13. NO. Persons who have recovered from mental illness should be especially careful to avoid possible harmful suggestions. 
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Dead Lights 



It's now easier than ever to stream movies 
direct to your living room at the push of a 
button thanks to the likes of NETFLIX and a 
whole host of similar services. Obscure and 
neglected films from the past, previously 
banned videos and niche foreign productions 
can be found on Blu-ray and DVD and as more 
and more specialist TV channels compete for 
content all sorts of treasure - and trash - can 
be discovered just by changing the channel. 

Dead Lights is a dip into that world, a 
world of the curious and the unusual, of films 
that you may have seen and loved or hated, 
films you may not have heard about and films 
you may have seen and forgotten. Here 
Korean nuclear power plants explode on one 
page while cheesy Italian spaceships fly 
around on strings on another. 1970s pom 
barons exploit their ingenues, giant scorpions 
battle tanks and ancient unspeakable horrors 
share space with rubber ants. 

Grab your popcorn, drink on a stick and box 
of Poppets and enter the waiting pages. 
There'll be the odd scare, laugh, shock and 
groan as we go along but as long as you stay 
in your seat you should be OK. So put on your 
Rasputin beard, blow up the Hypnotic Eye 
balloon and hold tight to your Witch 
Deflector, the show is about to begin. 


Are you ready for. . 

Atrocious Acting • Unsexy Sex • Flying Brains • 
Space Turkeys • Motorised Spiders • Killer 
Teachers • Hypnotic Knees • Ed Woodery • 
Beastly Beasts • Rubber Prehistoricals • 
Invisible Guns • Coconut Noggins • Foetal 
Mayhem • Crystallised Horrors • Oriental 
Shennanigans • Caterpillar Capers • Alien 
Frisbees • Subliminal Shocks • Rabbit 
Rampages • Monkey Mugging • Jellyfishy 
Business • Kung Fu Kannibals • Bongo 
Bunkum • Drowned Dopes and more! 


Top to Bottom: 

Phantom Of The Paradise (1974) 
Humanoids From The Deep (1980) 
Tower Of Evil (1972) 

Night Of The Bloody Apes (1969) 













